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Foreword 

My  travels  in  search  of  Ught  on  the  "Animals 
at  Home"  have  taken  me  up  and  down  the  Rocky 
Mountains  for  nearly  thirty  years.  In  the  can- 
yons from  British  Columbia  to  Mexico,  I  have 
hghted  my  campfire,  far  beyond  the  bounds  of 
law  and  order,  at  times,  and  yet  I  have  found  no 
place  more  rewarding  than  the  Yellowstone  Park 
the  great  mountain  haven  of  wild  life. 

Whenever  travellers  penetrate  into  remote  re- 
gions where  human  hunters  are  unknown,  they 
find  the  wild  things  half  tame,  Kttle  afraid  of 
man,  and  inclined  to  stare  curiously  from  a  dis- 
tance of  a  few  paces.  But  very  soon  they  learn 
that  man  is  their  most  dangerous  enemy,  and  fly 
from  him  as  soon  as  he  is  seen.  It  takes  a  long 
time  and  much  restraint  to  win  back  their  con- 
fidence. 

In  the  early  days  of  the  West,  when  game 
abounded  and  when  fifty  yards  was  the  extreme 
deadly  range  of  the  hunter's  weapons,  wild  crear 
tiires  were  comparatively  tame.    The  advent  of 


Foreword 


the  rifle  and  of  the  lawless  skin  hunter  soon  turned 
all  big  game  into  fugitives  of  excessive  shyness 
and  wariness.  One  glimpse  of  a  man  half  a  mile 
off,  or  a  whiff  of  him  on  the  breeze,  was  enough 
to  make  a  Mountain  Ram  or  a  Wolf  run  for 
miles,  though  formerly  these  creatures  would  have 
gazed  serenely  from  a  point  but  a  hundred  yards 
removed. 

The  establishment  of  the  YeUowstone  Park  in 
1872  was  the  beginning  of  a  new  era  of  protection 
for_  wid  Kfe;  and,  by  slow  degrees,  a  different 
attitude  m  these  animals  toward  us.  In  this 
Reser\^ation,  and  nowhere  else  at  present  in  the 
northwest,  the  wild  things  are  not  only  abundant 
but  they  have  resumed  their  traditional  Garden- 
of-Eden  attitude  toward  mnn. 

They  come  out  in  the  daylight,  they  are  harm- 
less and  they  are  not  afraid  at  one's  approach. 
Iruly  this  IS  ideal,  a  paradise  for  the  naturalist 
and  the  camera  hunter. 

The  region  first  won  fame  for  its  Canyon  its 
Cataracts  and  its  Geysers,  but  I  think  its  animal 
life  has  attracted  more  travellers  than  even  the 
landscape  beauties.  1  know  it  was  solely  the 
joy  of  being  among  the  animals  that  led  me  to 
spend  all  one  summer  and  part  of  another  season 
m  the  Wonderland  of  the  West. 


Fofcwocd 

My  adventures  in  making  these  studies  among 
the  fourfoots  have  been  very  smaU  adventures 
mdeed;  the  thrillers  are  few  and  far  between 
Any  one  can  go  and  have  the  same  or  better  ex- 
periences to-day.  But  I  give  them  as  they 
happened,  and  if  they  furnish  no  ground  for 
hajr-hftmg  emotions,  they  will  at  least  show 
what  I  was  after  and  how  I  went. 

I  have  aimed  to  show  something  of  the  little 
aspects  of  the  creatures'  lives,  which  are  those 
that  the  ordinary  traveller  will  see;  I  go  with 
him  indeed,  pointing  out  my  friends  as  they  chance 
to  pass,  adding  a  few  comments  that  should  make 
for  a  better  acquaintance  on  all  sides.  And  I 
have  oflFered  glimpses,  wherever  possible,  of  the 
wild  thing  in  its  home,  embodying  in  these  chapters 
the  substance  of  many  lectures  given  under  the 
same  title  as  this  book. 

The  cover  design  is  by  my  wife,  Grace  Gallatin 
Seton.  She  was  with  me  in  most  of  the  experi- 
ences narrated  and  had  a  larger  share  in  every 
part  of  the  work  than  might  be  inferred  from  the 
mere  text. 

£>MxsT  I^HPsoN  Seton. 
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I 

The  Cute  Coyote 

AN  EXEMPLARY  LITTLE  BEAST,  «  WMlEm* 


COYOTE 


I is  or  wt*V        ^"^^        region  that 

itt  every  Dart  Ith  T:  found 

as  Eastern  America.  ^''^''^      '<«wn  known 

This  is  one  of  the  few  wild  crejifif*-  * 
can  see  from  the  train    EacA  y*'" 
to  the  Mowstone  P^k  T  t.!™!.' 
swift  gmy  foiTO  of  tht^  r«  *       discovered  the 

dog  toCs  Tn/'thtiSs^iriZ^^  ss:" 

night  witho^'i^^S,^^'  and  heard  him  every 
Coyote  (pronounced  Ky^^y,  and  in  re- 
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gions  Ky^)  is  a  native  Mexican  contribution 

to  the  language,  and  is  said  to  mean  "halfbreed  " 
possibly  suggesting  that  the  Coyote  looks  like 'a 
cross  between  the  Fox  and  the  Wolf.  Such  an 
origin  would  be  a  very  satisfactory  clue  to  his  char- 
acter, for  he  does  seem  to  unite  in  himself  every 
possible  attribute  in  the  mental  make-up  of  the 
other  two  that  can  contribute  f-  his  success  in  life. 

He  is  one  of  the  few  Park  animals  not  now  pro^ 
tected,  for  the  excellen'  reasons,  first  that  he  is 
so  weU  able  to  protect  himself,  second  he  is  even 
already  too  numerous,  third  he  is  so  destructive 
among  the  creatures  that  he  can  master.  He  is  a 
beast  of  rare  cunning;  some  of  the  Indians  call  him 
God's  dog  or  Medicine  dog.  Some  make  him  the 
embodiment  of  the  Devil,  and  some  going  still 
further,  in  the  light  of  their  larger  experience,  make 
the  Coyote  the  Creator  himself  seeking  amusement 
m  disguise  among  his  creatures,  just  as  did  the 
Sultan  in  the  "Arabian  Nights." 

The  naturaUst  finds  the  Coyote  interesting  for 
other  reasons.  When  you  see  that  sleek  gray 
and  yellow  form  amone  the  mounds  of  the  Prairie- 
dog,  at  once  creating  a  zone  of  blankness  and 
silence  by  his  very  presence  as  he  goes,  remember 
that  he  is  hunting  for  something  to  eat;  also, 
that  there  is  another,  his  mate,  not  far  away. 
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For  the  Coyote  is  an  exemplary  and  moral  little 
beast  who  has  only  one  wife;  he  loves  her  devotedly, 
and  they  fight  the  life  battle  together.  Not 
only  is  there  sure  to  be  a  mate  dose  by,  but  that 
mate,  if  invisible,  is  likely  to  be  playing  a  game, 
a  very  clever  game  as  I  have  seen  it  played. 

Furthermore,  remember  there  is  a  squealing 
brood  of  little  Coyotes  in  the  home  den  up  on  a 
hillside  a  mile  or  two  away.  Father  and  mother 
must  hunt  continually  and  successfully  to  furnish 
their  daily  food.  The  dog-towns  are  their  game 
preserves,  but  how  are  they  to  catch  a  Prairie- 
dog!  ^  Every  one  knows  that  though  these  little 
yapping  Ground-squirrels  will  at  iq>  and  bark  at 
an  express  train  but  twenty  feet  away,  they  scuttle 
down  out  of  sight  the  moment  a  man,  dog  or 
Coyote  enters  into  the  far  distant  precincts  of 
their  town;  and  downstairs  they  stay  in  the  cyclone 
cellar  until  after  a  long  interval  of  quiet  that  prob- 
ably proves  the  storm  to  be  past.  Then  they 
poke  their  prominent  eyes  above  the  level,  and, 
if  all  is  still,  will  softly  hop  out  and  in  due  course, 
resume  thdr  feeding. 

THE  PXAIKIE-DOO  OUTWITTED 

This  is  how  the  dever  Coyote  utilizes  these 
habits.  He  and  his  wife  approadi  the  dog 


The  Cute  G>7ote 

unseen.  One  Coyote  hides,  then  the  other  walks 
forward  openly  into  the  town.   There  is  a  ereat 
barking  of  aU  the  Prairie-dogs  as  they  see  their 
enemy  approach,  but  they  dive  down  when  he 
IS  amongst  them.   As  soon  as  they  are  out  of 
sight  the  srcond  Coyote  rushes  forward  and  hides 
near  any  promising  hole  that  happens  to  have 
some  sort  of  cover  close  by.   Meanwhile,  Coyote 
number  one  stroUs  on.   The  Prairie-dogs  that 
he  scared  below  come  up  again.   At  first  each 
puts  up  the  top  of  his  head  merely,  with  his 
eyes  on  Vumps,  much  like  those  of  a  hippopotamus 
prommtt-t  and  pecuUariy  suited  for  this  observa- 
tion woik  from  below,  as  they  are  the  first  things 
above  ground.  After  a  brief  inspection,  if  aU 
be  qmet,  he  comes  out  an  inch  more.  Now  he 
can  look  around,  the  coast  is  clear,  so  he  sits  up 
on  the  mound  and  scans  his  surroundings. 

Yes!  Ho!  Ho!  he  sees  his  enemy,  that  hated 
Coyote,  strolling  away  off  beyond  the  possibility 
of  domg  harm.  His  confidence  is  fully  restored 
as  the  Coyote  gets  smaller  in  the  distance  and  the 
other  Prame-dogs  commg  out  seem  to  endorse 
his  decision  and  give  him  renewed  confidence. 
Aftet  one  or  two  false  starts,  he  sets  off  to  feed. 
Ilus  means  go  ten  or  twenty  feet  from  the  door  of 
his  den,  for  aU  the  grass  is  eaten  off  near  home 
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Among  the  herbage  he  sits  up  high  to  take  a 
final  look  around,  then  burying  his  nose  in  the 
fodder,  he  begins  his  meal.   This  is  the  chance 
that  the  waiting,  watching,  she-Coyote  counted 
on.  There  is  a  flash  of  gray  fur  from  behind  that 
little  grease  bush ;  in  three  hops  she  is  upon  him. 
He  takes  alarm  at  the  first  sound  and  tries  to  reach 
the  haven  hole,  but  she  snaps  him  up.   With  a 
shake  she  ends  his  troubles.  He  hardly  knows  the 
pain  of  death,  then  she  bounds  away  on  her  back 
track  to  the  home  den  on  the  distant  hillside.  She 
does  not  come  near  it  openly  and  rashly.   There  is 
always  the  possibility  of  such  an  approach  be- 
traying the  family  to  some  strong  enemy  on  watch. 
She  circles  around  a  little,  scrutinizes  the  landscape, 
studies  the  tracks  and  the  wind,  then  comes  to 
the  door  by  more  or  less  devious  hidden  ways. 
The  sound  of  a  foot  outside  is  enough  to  make  die 
little  ones  cower  in  absolute  silence,  but  mother 
reassures  them  with  a  whining  odl  much  like 
that  of  a       mother.  They  rush  out,  tumbling 
over  each  other  in  their  glee,  six  or  seven  in  ntmiber 
usually,  but  sometimes  as  high  as  ten  or  twdve. 
Eagerly  they  come,  and  that  fat  Prairie-dog  lasts 
perhaps  three  minutes,  at  the  ead  of  which  time 
nothing  is  left  but  the  larger  bones  with  a  little 
Coyote  busy  polishing  each  of  them.  Strewn 
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about  the  door  of  the  den  are  many  other  kindred 
souvenirs,  the  bones  of  Ground-squirrels,  Chip- 
munks Rabbits,  Grouse,  Sheep,  and  Fawns,  with 
many  kmds  of  feathers,  fur,  and  hair,  to  show  the 
great  diversity  of  Coyote  diet 

THE  coyote's  sense  OF  HUMOUR 

To  understand  the  Coyote  fuUy  one  must  remem- 
ber that  he  is  srniply  a  wild  dog,  getting  his  hving 
by  hjs  wits,  and  saving  his  life  by  the  tireless  ser- 
viceabihty  of  his  legs;  so  has  developed  both  these 
gifts  to  an  admirable  pitch  of  perfection.  He  is 
blessed  further  with  a  gift  of  music  and  a  sense  of 
humour. 

When  I  Uved  at  Yancey's,  on  the  YeUowstone,  in 
1897, 1  had  a  good  example  of  the  latter,  and  had  it 
daily  for  a  time.  The  dog  attached  to  the  camp  on 
the  inner  arcle  was  a  conceited,  urepressible  Uttle 
puppy  named  Chink.  He  was  so  full  of  energy 
enthusiasm,  and  courage  that  there  was  no  room 
left  m  him  for  dog-sense.  But  it  came  after  a  vast 
number  of  humiliating  experiences. 

A  Coyote  also  had  attached  himself  to  the  camp 
but  on  the  outer  circle.  At  first  he  came  out  by 
night  to  feed  on  the  garbage  pile,  but  realizing  the 
peace  of  the  Park  he  became  bolder  and  called 
occasionaUy  by  day.  Later  he  was  there  every 
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day,  and  was  often  seen  sitting  on  a  ridge  a  couple 
of  hundred  yards  away. 

One  day  he  was  sitting  much  nearer  and  grinning 
in  Coyote  fashion,  when  one  of  the  campers  in  a 
spirit  of  mischief  said  to  the  dog,  "  Chink,  you  see 
that  Coyote  out  there  grinning  at  you.  Go  and 
chase  him  out  of  that. " 

Burning  to  distinguish  himself,  that  pup  set  off 
at  full  speed,  and  every  time  he  struck  the  ground 
he  let  oflF  a  war-whoop.  Away  went  theCoyote  and 
It  looked  like  a  good  race  to  us,  and  to  the  Picket- 
pm  Ground-squirrels  that  sat  up  high  on  their 
mounds  to  njokx  in  the  spectacle  of  these,  their 
enemies,  warring  against  each  other. 

The  Coyote  has  a  way  of  slouching  along,  his  tail 
dangling  and  tangling  with  his  legs,  and  his  legs 
loose-jointed;  mixing  with  his  tail.  He  doesn't 
seem  to  work  hard  but  oh!  how  he  does  cover  the 
prauiel  And  very  soon  it  was  clear  that  in  spite  of 
his  magnificent  bounds  and  whoops  of  glory,  Chink 
was  losing  ground.  A  Httlc  later  the  Coyote 
obviously  had  to  slack  up  to  keep  from  running 
away  altogether.  It  had  seemed  a  good  race  for  a 
quarter  of  a  mile,  but  it  was  nothing  to  the  race 
which  began  when  the  Coyote  turned  on  Chink. 
Uttering  a  gurgling  growl,  a  bark,  and  a  couple  of 
screeches,  he  closed  in  with  aU  the  combined  fury  of 
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conscious  might  and  right,  pitted  againit  vaaUix 

unprovoked  attack. 

And  Chink  had  a  rude  awakening;  his  war- 
whoops  gave  place  to  ye^  of  dire  distress,  as  he 
wheeled  and  made  for  home.  But  the  Coyote 
could  run  all  around  him,  and  nipped  him,  here 
and  there,  and  when  he  would,  and  seemed  to  be 
cracking  a  series  of  good  jokes  at  Oiink's  expense, 
nor  ever  stopped  till  the  ambitious  one  of  boimdkst 
indiscretion  was  hidden  under  his  master's  bed. 

This  seemed  very  funny  at  the  time,  and  I  am 
afraid  Chink  did  not  get  the  sympathy  he  was  ea- 
titled  to,  for  after  all  he  was  merely  carrying  out 
orders.  But  he  made  up  his  mind  that  from  that 
time  on,  orders  or  no  orders,  he  would  let  Coyotes 
very  mudi  alone.  Th^  were  not  so  easy  as  tbey 
looked. 

The  Coyote,  however,  had  discovered  a  new 
amusemtnt.  From  that  day  he  simply  "laid" 
for  that  little  dog,  and  if  he  found  him  a  hundred 
yards  or  so  from  camp,  would  chase  and  race  him 
back  in  terror  to  some  shelter.  At  last  things  got 
so  bad  that  if  we  went  for  a  ride  even,  and  Chink 
followed  us,  the  Coyote  would  come  along,  too,  and 
continue  his  usual  amusement. 

At  fir-^t  it  was  funny,  and  then  it  became  tedious, 
and  at  last  it  was  deeply  resented  by  Chink's 
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"H^^'^  1"*".  ^  wasn't  going 

to  stand  stiU  and  see  his  dog  abused.  He  begin  to 
grumble  vaguely  about  "If  something  didn't  hao- 
pen  pretty  soon,  something  else  would."  W 

'  "^^'^  ^^^'  ^  ^"o^  that  the 
Coyote  disappeared  one  day.  and  never  was  seen 
or  heard  of  agam.   I'm  not  supposed  to  know  any 

Wlf    T  ^  ^^'^Picions,  although 

to  those  days  the  Coyote  was  a  protected  animal. 

HIS  DISTLVGUISHING  GIFT 

the  wonderfi 

yappmg  chorus  with  which  they  seldom  faU  to 

amiounce  their  presence  in  the  evening,  as  they 
ga^er  at  a  safe  distance  from  the  campfiS^ 
to  t  v  to  the  sound  are  very  ready 

to  that  they  are  surrounded  by  a  greit  pack 
of  ravening  Wolves,  and  gc.  a  sufficiently  Jktis- 

^^Z^^  at  the'^so'nd. 

^ut  the  guide  will  reassure  you  by  saying  that  that 
great  pack  of  howling  Wolves  is  nothkgLre  S 
a  ha^ess  httle  Coyote,  perhaps  two,  singing 
cu^J^vesper  son^  demonstrating  th^f  won- 
derful vocal  powers.  Thdr  usual  music  begins  with 

increased  in  volume  and  heightened  in  pitch,  ^ntil 
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they  rise  into  a  long  squall  or  scretm,  which  again, 
as  It  dies  away,  breaks  up  into  a  succession  of  yaps 
and  gurgles.  Usually  one  Coyote  begins  it,  and 
the  others  join  in  with  something  like  agreement 

on  the  scream. 

I  believe  I  never  yet  camped  in  the  West  without 
hearing  this  from  the  near  hills  when  night  time  had 
come.  Last  September  I  even  heard  it  back  of  thO' 
Mammoth  Hot  Springs  Hotel,  and  I  must  say  I 
have  learned  to  love  it.  It  is  a  wild,  thrilUng, 
beautiful  song.  Our  first  camp  was  at  Yancey's 
last  summer  and  just  after  we  had  all  turned  in,  the 
Coyote  chorus  began,  a  couple  of  hundred  yards 
from  the  camp.  My  wife  sat  up  and  exclaimed, 
"Isn't  it  glorious?  now  I  know  we  axe  truly  back  in 
the  West." 

The  Park  authorities  are  making  great  efforts  to 
reduce  the  number  of  Coyotes  because  of  their 
destructiveness  to  the  young  game,  but  an  animal 
lliat  is  endoived  with  extraordinary  wits,  phenom- 
enal speed,  unexcelled  hardihood,  and  marveUous 
fecundity,  is  not  easily  downed.  I  must  confess 
that  if  by  any  means  they  should  succeed  in 
exterminating  the  Coyote  in  the  West,  I  should 
feel  that  I  had  lost  something  of  very  great  value. 
I  never  fail  to  get  that  joyful  thrill  when  the 
"Medicine  Dogs"  sing  their  "Medicine  Song" 

za 
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In  HbB  dusk,  or  the  equaUy  wdrd  and  thrilliiiB 
chorus  with  which  they  greet  the  dawn;  for  they 
have  a  large  repertoire  and  a  remarkable  register 
The  Coyote  is  indeed  the  PatU  of  the  Plains. 

THE  COYOTE'S  SONG* 
I  am  the  Coyote  that  sings  each  night  at  dark- 
It  was  by  gobbling  prairie-dogs  that  I  got  such 

a  bark. 

At  least  a  thousand  prairie-dogs  I  fattened  on,  you  see. 
ta^        they  luMi  in  them  is  ^plodw^ 

Refrain: 

I  can  sing  to  thrill  your  soul  or  pierce  it  like  a  lance* 
And  all  I  ask  of  you  to  do  is  give  me  half  a  chanceT 
With  a  yap-yap-yap  for  the  morning 
And  a  yoop  —  yoop  —  yoop  for  the  night 
And  a  yow  —  wow  —  wow  for  the  rising  moon 
And  a  yah-h-h-h  for  the  campfir-  light. 
Yap  —  yoop  —  yow  —  yahhhl 

I  gathered  frou  the  howling  winds,  the  fxon  and 

crickets  too, 

^^dKw°^  e«ch  avaiUng  fount,  my  hupiration 
^  l^^^  till  the  Httle  birds  would  quit  their  native 

^husl?"*'  me  on  the  ground  in  reverential 

Refrain: 
*A11  n'lfau  retenred. 
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I'm  a  baritone  soprano,  and  a  bass  and  t*^nor,  too. 
I  can  thrill  and  slur  and  frill  and  v^ln  ?.n:l  «hake 
you  through  and  through. 
I'm  a  Jews'  harp  —  I'm  an  organ  — -  ]  ir  a  fiddle  and  a 
flute. 

Every  kind  <rf  touching  sound  i  /ctud  In  the 
coyoot. 

Refrain: 

I'm  a  whooping  howling  wilderness,  a  sort  of  Malibran. 
With  Lind,  Labache  and  Melba  mixed  and  all  com- 
bined in  one. 
I'm  a  grand  cathedral  organ  and  a  calliope  sharp, 
I'm  a  gushing,  trembling  nightingale,  a  vast  iEdian 
harp. 

Refrain: 

I  can  raise  the  dead  or  paint  the  town,  or  place  you 
like  a  lance 

And  all  I  ask  of  you  to  do  is  to  give  me  half  a 

chance. 
Etc.,  etc.,  etc. 

(Encore  verses) 

Although  I  am  a  miracle,  I'm  not  yet  recognized. 
Oh,  when  the  worid  does  waken  up  how  highly 

I'll  be  prized. 

Then  managers  and  vocal  stars  — and  emperors  effete 
Shall  fling  their  crowns,  their  laxmey  bags,  their 
persons,  at  my  feet. 

Refrain: 


The  Cute  Coyote 

pK-*^^  °'  ^      ^"^"^^"^  ^^^^  °^ 

I'm  a  wild  Wagnerian  opera  of  diaboUc  strains- 
im  a  roanng,  ranting  orchestra  with  lunatics  be- 
crammed; 

^'"^^vocalized  tornado  — I'm  the  shrieking  of  the 
Refrain: 
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MERRY  YEK-YEK  AND  HIS  LIFE  OF  TROUBLES 


THE  common  Prairie-dog  is  typical  of  the 
West,  more  so  than  the  Buffalo  is,  and  its 
numbers,  even  now,  rival  those  of  the 
Buffalo  in  its  palmiest  days.   I  never  feel  that 
I  am  truly  back  on  the  open  range  till  I  hear  their 
call  and  see  the  Prairie-dogs  once  more  upon  their 
mounds.  As  you  travel  up  the  Y«llowstone 
VaUey  from  Livingstone  to  Gardiner  you  may  note 
in  abundance  this  "dunce  of  the  plains."  The 
"dog-towns"  are  frequent  along  the  raUway,  and 
at  each  of  the  many  burrows  you  see  from  one  to 
SIX  of  the  inmates.   As  you  come  near  Gardiner 
there  is  a  steady  rise  of  the  country,  and  somewhere 
near  the  edge  of  the  Park  the  elevation  is  such 
that  It  miposes  one  of  those  mysterious  barriera 
to  ammal  extension  which  seem  to  be  as  impas- 
sable as  they  are  invisible.   The  Prairie-dog 
range  ends  near  the  Park  gates.  General  George 
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S.  Anderson  tells  me,  however,  that  individuals  are 
occasionally  found  on  the  flats  along  the  Gardi- 
ner River,  but  always  near  the  gate,  and  never 
elsewhere  in  the  Park.  On  this  basis,  then,  the 
Prairie-dog  is  entered  as  a  Park  animal. 

It  is,  of  course,  a  kind  of  Ground-squirrel.  The 
absurd  name  "dog"  having  been  given  on  account 
of  its  "bark."  This  call  is  a  high-pitched  "yek- 
yek-yek-yeeh,"  uttered  as  an  alarm  cry  while  the 
creature  sits  up  on  the  mound  by  its  den,  and  every 
time  it  "yeks"  it  jerks  up  its  tail.  Old  timers  will 
tell  you  that  the  Prairie-dog's  voice  is  tied  to  its  tail, 
and  prove  it  by  pointing  out  that  one  is  never  raised 
without  the  other. 

As  we  have  seen,  the  Coyote  looks  on  the  dog- 
town  much  as  a  cow  does  on  a  field  of  turnips  or 
alfalfa  —  a  very  proper  place,  to  seek  for  whole- 
some, if  commonplace,  sustenance.  But  Coyotes 
are  not  the  only  troubles  in  the  life  of  Yek-yek. 

Ancient  books  and  interesting  guides  will  regale 
the  traveller  with  most  acceptable  stories  about  the 
Prairie-dog,  Rattlesnake,  and  the  Burrowing  Owl,  all 
living  in  the  same  den  on  a  basis  of  brotherly 
love  and  Christian  charity;  having  effected,  it 
would  seem,  a  limited  partnership  and  a  most 
satisfactory  division  of  labour:  the  Prairie-dog 
is  to  dig  the  hole,  the  Owl  to  mount  sentry  and  give 
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warning  of  all  danger,  and  the  Rattler  is  to  be 
ready  to  die  at  his  post  as  defender  of  the  Prairie- 
dog's  young.  This  is  pleasing  if  true. 
^  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  at  times  all  three 
live  in  the  same  burrow,  and  in  dens  that  the  hard- 
working rodent  first  made.  But  the  simple  fact 
is  that  the  Owl  and  the  Snake  merely  use  the  holes 
abandoned  (perhaps  under  pressure)  by  the  Prairie- 
dog;  and  if  any  two  of  the  three  underground  worth- 
ies happen  to  meet  in  the  same  hole,  the  fittest  sur- 
vives. I  suspect  further  that  the  young  of  each 
kind  are  fair  game  and  acceptable,  dainty  diet  to 
each  of  the  other  two. 

Farmers  consider  Prairie-dogs  a  great  nuisance; 
the  damage  they  do  to  crops  is  estimated  at 
millions  per  annum.  The  best  way  to  get  rid  of 
them,  practically  the  only  way,  is  by  putting  poison 
down  each  and  every  hole  in  the  town,  which 
medieval  Italian  mode  has  become  the  accepted 
method  in  the  West. 

Poor  helpless  Kttle  Yek-yek,  he  has  no  friends; 
his  enemies  and  his  list  of  burdens  increase.  The 
prey  of  everything  that  preys,  he  yet  seems  inca- 
pable of  any  measure  of  retaliation.  The  only 
visible  joy  in  his  life  is  his  daily  hasty  meal  of  un- 
succulent  grass,  slathered  between  cautious  looks 
around  for  anv  new  approaching  trouble,  and  bro- 
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ken  by  so  many  dodges  down  the  narrow  hole  that 

his  ears  are  worn  off  dose  to  his  head.  Could  any 
simpler,  smaller  pleasure  than  his  be  discovered? 
Yet  he  is  fat  and  merry;  undoubtedly  he  enjoys 
his  every  day  on  earth,  and  is  as  unwilling  as  any 
of  us  to  end  the  tale.  We  can  explain  him  only  if 
we  credit  him  with  a  philosophic  power  to  discover 
happiness  within  in  ^ite  of  all  the  cold  unfriendly 
w<nid  about  him. 

mm 

THE  WHISTLER  IN  THE  ROCKS 

When  the  lar-off  sqiurrel  ancestor  of  Yek-yek 
took  to  the  plains  for  a  range,  another  of  the  family 
selected  the  rocky  hills. 

He  devdoped  bigger  claws  for  the  harder  digging, 
redder  colour  for  the  red-orange  surroundings,  and 
a  far  louder  and  longer  cry  for  signalling  across  the 
peaks  and  canyons,  and  so  became  the  bigger,  hand 
somer,  more  important  creature  we  call  the  Moun- 
tain Whistler,  Yellow  Marmot  or  Orange  Wood- 
chuck. 

In  all  of  the  rugged  mountain  parts  of  the  Yel- 
lowstone one  may  hear  his  peculiar,  shrill  whistle, 
espe  nally  in  the  warm  mornings. 

Yc  I  carefully  locate  the  direction  of  the  note  and 
proceed  to  climb  toward  it.  You  may  have  an 
hour's  hard  work  before  you  sight  the  orange- 
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breasted  Whistler  among  the  tumbled  mass  of  rocks 
that  surround  his  home,  for  it  is  a  far-reaching 

sound,  heard  half  a  mile  away  at  times. 

Those  who  know  the  Groundhog  of  the  East 
would  recognize  in  the  Rock  Woodchuck  its  West- 
em  cousin,  a  little  bigger,  yeUower,  and  brighter  in 
Its  colours,  living  in  the  rucks  and  blessed  with  a 
whistle  that  would  fill  a  small  boy  with  envy.  Now 
lest  the  critical  should  object  to  the  combination 
name  of  "Rock  Woodchuck,"  it  is  weU  to  remind 
them  that  "Woodchuck"  has  nothing  to  do  with 
either  "wood "or  "chucking,"  but  is  our  corrupted 
form  of  an  Indian  name  "Ot-choeck,"  which  is 
sometimes  written  also  "We-jack.*» 

In  the  ridge  of  broken  rocks  just  back  of  Yancey's 
is  a  colony  of  the  Whistlers;  and  there  as  I  sat 
sketching  one  day,  with  my  camera  at  hand,  one 
poked  his  head  up  near  me  and  gave  me  the  pose 
that  is  seen  in  the  photograph. 

THE  PACK-RAT  AND  HIS  MUSEUM 

Among  my  school  fellows  was  aboy  named  Waddy 
who  had  a  mania  for  coUecting  odds,  ends,  curios, 
bits  of  brass  or  china,  shiny  things,  pebbles,  fungus, 
old  prints,  bones,  business  cards,  carved  peach 
stones,  twisted  roots,  distorted  marbles,  or  freak 
buttons.  Anything  odd  or  glittering  was  his  especial 
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joy.  He  had  no  theory  about  these  things.  He 
did  not  do  anything  in  particular  with  them.  He 
found  gratilication  in  spreading  them  out  to  gloat 
over,  but  I  think  his  chief  joy  was  in  the  coUecting. 
And  when  some  comrade  was  found  possessed  of 
a  novelty  that  stirred  his  cupidity,  the  pleasure  of 
planning  a  campaign  to  secure  possession,  the  work- 
ing out  of  the  details,  and  the  glory  of  success,  were 
more  to  Waddy  than  any  other  form  of  riches  or 
exploit. 

The  Pack-rat  is  the  Waddy  of  the  mountains  or 
Waddy  was  the  Pack-rat  of  the  s  i-  c  d1.  Laagine,  if 
you  would  picture  the  Pack-rat,  a  small  creature  like 
a  common  rat,  but  with  soft  fur,  a  bushy  tail,  and 
soulful  eyes,  living  the  life  of  an  ordinary  rat  in  the 
woods,  except  that  it  has  an  extraordinary  mania 
for  collecting  curios. 

There  can  be  little  doubt  that  this  began  in  the 
nest-building  idea,  and  then,  because  it  was  neces- 
sary to  protect  his  home,  cactus  leaves  and  thorny 
branches  were  piled  on  it.  The  instmet  grew  until 
to-day  the  nest  of  a  Pack-rat  is  a  massof  rubbishfrom 
one  to  four  feet  high,  and  four  to  eight  feet  across. 
I  have  exanuned  many  of  these  coUections.  They  are 
usually  around  the  trunks  in  a  clump  of  low  trees, 
and  consist  of  a  small  central  nest  about  eight 
inches  across,  warm  and  soft,  with  a  great  mass  of 
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sticks  and  thorns  around  and  over  this,  leaving  a 
narrow  entrance  well  guarded  by  an  array  of  cactus 
spines;  then  on  top  of  all,  a  most  wonderful  col- 
lection of  pine  cones,  shells,  pebbles,  bones,  scraps 
of  paper  and  tin,  and  the  skulls  of  other  animals. 
And  when  the  owner  can  add  to  these  works  of  art 
or  vertu  a  brass  cartridge,  a  buckle  or  a  copper  rivet, 
his  little  bosom  is  doubtless  filled  with  the  same  high 
joy  that  any  great  collector  might  feel  on  securing  a 
Raphael  or  a  Rembrandt. 

I  remember  finding  an  old  pipe  in  one  Rat  mu- 
seum .  Pistol  cartridges  are  eagerly  sought  after,  so 
are  saddle  buckles,  even  if  he  has  to  cut  them  sur- 
reptitiously from  the  saddle  of  some  camper.  And 
when  any  of  these  articles  are  found  missing  it  is 
usual  to  seek  out  the  nearest  Rat  house,  and  here 
commonly  the  stolen  goods  are  discovered  shame- 
lessly exposed  on  top.  I  remember  hearing  of  a  set 
of  false  teeth  that  were  lost  in  camp,  but  rescued  in 
this  very  way. 

A  VKKS  hadbs 

"Pack"  is  a  Western  word  meaning  "carry," 
and  thus  the  Rat  that  carries  off  things  is  the  "  Pack- 
rat."  But  it  has  another  peculiarity.  As  th(  .r  ^^h  it 
had  a  conscience  disturbed  by  pilfering  the  treas- 
ure 01  another,  it  dten  brings  back  what  may  be 
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considered  a  fair  exchange.  Thus  a  sflver-pktted 
spoon  may  have  gone  from  its  associate  cup  one 
night,  but  in  that  cup  you  may  find  a  long  pine  cone 
or  a  surplus  nail,  by  which  tokenyou  may  know  that 
a  Pack-rat  has  called  and  collected.  Sometimes 
this  enthusiastic  fancier  goes  off  with  food,  but 
leaves  something  in  its  place ;  in  one  case  that  I  heard 
of,  the  Rat,  either  with  a  sense  of  hvimour  or  a  mis- 
taken idea  of  food  values,  after  having  carried  off 
the  camp  biscviit,  had  filled  the  vacant  dish  with  the 
round  pellets  known  as '  'Elk  sign."  But  evidently 
there  is  a  disposition  to  deal  fair;  not  to  steal,  but 
to  trade.  For  this  reason  the  creature  is  widely 
known  as  tJie  "Trade  Rat." 

Although  I  have  known  the  Pack -rat  for  years  in 
the  mountains,  I  never  sawone  within  the  strictlines 
of  the  Yellowstone  sanctuary.  But  the  guides  all 
assure  me  that  they  are  found  and  manifest  the 
same  disposition  here  as  elsewhere.  So  that  if  you 
should  lose  simdry  bright  things  around  camp,  or 
some  morning  find  your  boots  stuffed  with  pebbles, 
deer  sign,  or  thorns,  do  not  turn  peevish  or  charge 
the  guide  with  folly;  it  means,  sunply,  you  have  been 
visited  by  a  Moimtain  Rat,  and  any  «neatables  you 
miss  will  doubtless  be  found  in  his  museum,  which 
will  be  discovered  within  a  himdred  yards —  a  mass 
of  sticks  and  rubbish  under  a  tree— with  some 
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bright  and  shiny  things  on  the  top  where  the  owner 
can  sit  amongst  them  on  sunny  days,  and  gloat  till 
his  little  black  eyes  are  a-swim,  and  his  small 

heart  filled  with  holy  joy. 

THE  UFHEAVER  —  THE  MOLE-GOPHER 

As  you  cross  any  of  the  level,  well-grassed 
prairie  regions  in  the  Yellowstone  you  will  see  piles 
of  soft  earth  thrown  up  in  little  hillocks,  some- 
times a  score  or  more  of  them  bunched  together. 
The  drivers  will  tell  you  that  these  are  mole- 
hills, which  isn't  quite  true.  For  the  Mole  is  a 
creature  unknown  in  the  Park,  and  the  animal 
that  makes  these  mounds  is  exceedingly  abundant. 
It  is  the  common  Mole-gopher,  a  gopher  related 
very  distantly  to  the  Prairie-dog  and  Mountain 
Whistler,  but  living  the  underground  life  of  a 
Mole,  though  not  even  in  the  same  order  as  that 
interesting  miner,  for  the  Mole-gopher  is  a  rodent 
(Order  Rodentia)  and  the  Mole  a  bug-eater  (Order 
Insectivora);  just  as  different  as  Lion  umI  Caribou. 

The  Mole-gopher  is  about  the  size  of  a  rat,  but 
has  a  short  tail  and  relatively  immense  forepaws 
and  claws.  It  is  indeed  wonderfully  developed  as 
a  digger. 

Examine  the  mound  of  earth  thrown  up.  If 
it  is  a  fair  example,  it  will  make  fully  half  a  bushel. 
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Next  count  the  mounds  that  are  within  a  radius  of 
fifty  paces;  probably  aU  are  the  work  of  this 
Gopher,  or  rather  this  pair,  for  they  beUeve  in 
team  play. 

Search  over  the  ground  carefuUy,  and  you  will 
discern  that  there  are  scores  of  ancient  mounds 
flattened  by  the  weather,  and  traces  of  hundreds, 
perhaps,  that  date  from  remote  years. 

Now  multiply  the  size  of  one  mound  by  the 
number  of  mounds,  and  you  will  have  some  idea  of 
the  work  done  by  thi^  pair.  FinaUy,  remembering 
that  there  may  be  a  pair  of  Gophers  for  every  acre 
m  the  Park,  estimate  the  tons  of  earth  moved 
by  one  pair  and  multiply  it  by  the  acres  in  the 
Park,  and  you  will  get  an  idea  of  the  work  done 
by  those  energetic  rodents  as  a  body,  and  you  will 
realize  how  well  he  has  won  his  Indian  name,  the 
'Uphea/er." 

We  are  accustomed  to  talk  of  upheaval  in  geol- 
ogy as  a  frightful  upset  of  aU  nature,  but  here 

before  our  eyes  is  going  on  an  upheaval  of  enormous 
extent  and  importance,  but  so  gently  and  pleas- 
antly done  that  we  enjoy  every  phase  of  the  process. 
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tOX,  HAaiBN,  BEAVER,  AND  OTTEK 

FAIR  Lady  MvHto  Millionaire  riding  in  the 
dusty  stagecoach,  comparing  as  you  go  the 
canyons  of  the  Yellowstone  with  mmoriea 
of  Colorado,  Overland,  and  Stalheim,  you,  in  your 
winter  home  know  aU  about  fur  as  it  enters  your 
world  with  Its  beauty,  its  warmth,  its  price t'ts 
gauge  of  the  wearer's  pocket.  Let  me  add 'a 
segment  of  the  circle  to  round  your  knowledge 

When  nature  peopled  with  our  four-foot  kin  the 

httle  breUiren  of  ours  in  a  coat  that  should 
be  absolutely  wann,  light,  durable,  of  protective 
colour,  thick  m  cold  weather,  thin  in  warm  S 
these  conditions  she  produced  fur,  with  its  densely 
wooUy  undercoat  and  its  long,  soft,  shining  outer 
coat,  one  for  warmth,  the  other  for  wet  and 
wear.  Some  northern  animals  can  store  up  food 
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in  holes  or  in  the  fat  of  their  bodies,  so  need  not  be 
out  when  the  intensest  cold  is  on  the  land.  Some 
have  to  face  the  weather  all  winter,  and  in  these  we 
find  the  fur  of  its  best  quality.  Of  this  class  are  the 
Marten  and  the  Northern  Fox.  They  are  the 
finest,  warmest,  lightest,  softest  of  all  furs.  But 
colour  is  a  cardinal  point  when  beauty  is  consid- 
ered and  where  fashion  is  Queoi.  So  the  du^cest 
colours  are  the  soft  olive  brown  with  silver  hairs, 
found  in  the  Russian  Sable,  and  the  glossy  black 
with  silver  hairs,  found  in  the  true  Silver  Fox  of 
the  North. 


THE  MOST  WONDERFUL  FUR  IN  THE  WORLD 

UTiat  is  the  Silver  Fox?  Simply  a  black  freak, 
a  brunette  bom  into  a  red-headed  family.  But 
this  does  not  cast  any  reflection  on  the  mother  or  on 
father's  lineage.  On  the  contrary,  it  means  that 
they  had  in  them  an  element  of  exceptional  vigour, 
which  resulted  in  a  pecuh'ar  intensifying  of  all 
IHgments,  transmuting  red  into  black  and  carrying 
with  it  an  unusual  vigour  of  growth  and  fineness  of 
texture,  producing,  in  short,  the  world-famed  Silver 
Fox,  the  li^^test,  softest,  thickest,  warmest,  and 
most  lustrous  of  furs,  the  fur  worth  many  times  its 
weight  in  gold,  and  with  this  single  fault,  that  it 
does  not  stand  long  wear. 


Cold  and  eiposuie  are  wonderful  stimulants  o£ 
Oie  skrn.  and  so  it  is  not  surprising  that  the  wal 

rlZ  ^°Jt  ^''''^^  ^PP*"  °"^y  ^  very  cold  di. 
SThn.^^.^?  Its  elevation  the  Yellowstone 
Park  has  the  wmter  cfimate  of  northern  Canada 
and,  as  nught  have  been  predicted,  the  Silver  Foi 
occurs  wnong  the  many  red-headed  or  bleached 
Wonde  Foxes  that  abound  in  the  half  onen 
country. 

You  may  travel  aU  round  the  stage  route  and 
nother  see  nor  hear  a  Fox.  but  travel  quietly  on 
foot,  or  better,  camp  out,  and  you  wiU  soon  dis- 
cover  the  oafty  one  ittyelW,  or,  rather,  he  wiU 
discover  you.  How?  UsuaUy  after  y^u  h^ 
camped  for  tje  mght  and  are  sitting  quietly  by  the 
fi«  Wore  the  hour  of  sleep,  a  curious  Squall  is 

SSf"^J,T  a  squall 

foUowcdbyabarklikethatofatoyterriek  W 
t^es  It  k^ps  on  at  intervals  for  five  minutes,  and 

sometimesitisansweredbyasimilarnoise.  Thisis 
the  bark  of  a  Fox.  It  diflfers  fttmi  the  Coyote  caU 
Stow^  ""^I^  ""^^y  ^^"^y'  «»"ch  higher 

5^^.f!?  ^^''''^  ^^'^  ^  it  that  would 
do  credit  to  a  fair^  dog.  It  is  no  use  to 
go  after  hmi.  You  won't  see  him.  You  ahouM 
rather  sit  and  enjoy  the  truly  wikiwood  ring  of  his 
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In  the  morning  if  you  look  hard  in  the  dust  and 
mud,  you  may  find  his  tracks,  and  once  in  a  while 
you  will  see  his  yellow-brown  form  drifting  on  the 
praiiie  as  thouf^  idnd-blown  under  sail  of  that 
enormous  tail  For  this  is  the  big-tailed  vaiiety  of 
Red  Fox. 

But  if  you  wish  to  see  the  Fox  in  all  his  glory  you 
must  be  here  in  winter,  when  the  deep  snow  cutting 
off  all  other  foods  brings  all  the  Fox  population 
about  the  hotels  whose  winter  keepers  daily  throw 
out  scraps  for  which  the  Foxes,  the  Magpies,  and  a 
dozen  other  creatures  wait  and  fight. 

From  a  friend,  connected  with  one  of  the  Park 
hotels  during  the  early  'go's,  I  learned  that  among 
the  big-tailed  pensioners  of  the  inn,  there  appeared 
one  winter  a  wonderful  Silver  Fox;  and  I  heard 
many  rumours  about  that  Fox.  I  was  told  that  he 
disappeared,  and  did  not  die  of  sickness,  old  age,  or 
wild-beast  violence;  and  what  I  heard  I  may  tell  in 
a  different  form,  only,  be  it  remembered,  the  names 
of  the  persons  and  places  are  disguised,  as  well  as 
the  date;  and  my  informant  may  have  brought  in 
details  that  bdonged  dsewhere.  So  that  you  are 
free  to  question  much  of  the  account,  but  the  back- 
bone of  it  is  not  open  to  doubt,  and  some  of  the 
guides  in  the  Park  can  give  you  details  that  I  do  not 
care  to  put  on  paper. 
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IHl  POACHER  AND  THE  SILVER  POX 

How  is  it  that  aU  mankind  has  a  sneaking  sym- 
^chy  with  a  poacher?  A  burglar  or  a  pickjo^ 
has  our  unnutigated  contempt;  he  clearirfe  a 

S^i  ^  T  "S^^"  ^«  I^^^her  in  the 
story  »  generally  a  reckless  dare-devil  with  a  large 
and  compensatoiy  amount  of  good-feUow  in  4 

rtn^  -  r'  ^  citizenship. 
l8uppose,  because  m  addition  to  the  breezy 
wmantic  character  of  his  calHng,  seasoned  wiJh 

^r^i"^^  J""!"''  ^  ^^^Ji"g  that,  iJ 

laL^  v.-^^"**  tiU  some  one 

makes  it  his  property  by  capture."  It  may  be 
wrong,  It  may  be  right,  but  I  have  heard  tWs 
doctrme  voiced  by  red  men  and  white,  asprimi^ 

m^^\^V^  ^""^  "^^^  ^  P^^^^""-  This  does  not 
^  ""^^^  ^  "^^'y  "o^th  he  went 

forUi  with  nefarious  tricks  and  tools,  to  steal  the 
flesh  and  fur  that  legally  were  not  hii.  FaTfiim 
It.  Josh  never  poached  but  once.   But  that's 

cr'^l'^tl^^^^^^'-^thisishoi^; 

As  you  roll  up  the  YeUowstonc  from  livingstoo 
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to  Ganfiner  ymi  nrny  note  a  little  ran.  '  house  on 
tl»  west  of  the  trae    with  if        st;-  ii    its  coml, 
its  irrigation  ditch,  ard  its  .  '  Jfa     i  h  of  morbid 
green.  It  b  a  small  affair,  for  1 1  was  lo  ndcd  by  the 
handhroric  of  one  honest  mas,  who  v  ith  his  wife 
ant:  small  boy  !tft  Pennsyhran'-    L  avr-r'  everv 
dan^'  r  'f  the  ])'  'ns,  an   secur      uis   ia.m  m  L 
late  8o's.   Oldmu  C  t    — he  w  -  uoi     "t  hm, 
every  marrir-i  man  is  "Old  Man   in  tJfc     est  — 
was  ready  to  work      my  nonest   lUin.  't*  i  Im 
ging  or  sluiciri!  to  fei  idit    ard  mu  ' 
strong  and  stc.  dy,  his    iiV    .  .  s'  e;'  ^  ^.  ,i 
They  saved  thdr  m>  ne    a  d  ntv     v  Btt  i^ 
got  the  small  rar     hi;   »      It  anc      .pp-  little 
by  little  they  a     d  t'        -   ♦       ,n  ttit  range 
with  the  ca  ' lie  oi  ^  neig  ajv.    u       nere  came  the 
haf^  day  ^hen  they  watt  to  ve  m  ^Mur  own 
ranch  —  fatl       mni    r    and  ourteen-year-old 
Josh,  with  e\    y  ;      ici ;   !  n     ng  it  pay.  The 
spreading  oi  v.^i       te  ta         h  for  tke  first 
time  was  a  feal  religious  y,  e  4  At  hani 

\surk' rs  gave  thanks  to  tht  ^  ither.  Sbtiais* 
ing  t    their  every  effort. 

O&i.  year  a f tens,  d  a  ^ev  eveni  Lroo^t  joy: 
diere  entered  into  ^dr  hi^^^y  kouse  a 


Surei.     iirbu.  wa         r  .  ond  the  breakers. 
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fjrnir.c  smiled  about  them. 
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But  right  in  the  sunshine  of  their  joy  the  Louble 
cloud  arose  to  block  the  sky.  Old  man  Cree  was 
missmgoneday.  His  son  rode  long  and  far  on  the 
range  for  two  hard  days  before  he  sighted  a  graz- 
ing pony,  and  down  a  rocky  hollow  near,  found 
his  father,  battered  and  weak,  near  death,  with 
a  broken  leg  and  a  gash  in  his  head. 

He  could  only  gasp  "Water"  as  Josh  hurried  up. 
aad  the  boy  rushed  off  to  fiU  his  hat  at  the  nearrat 
stream. 

They  had  no  talk,  for  the  father  swooned  after 
dnnkmg,  and  Josh  had  to  face  the  situation;  but  he 
was  Western  trained.  He  stripped  hhnself  of  all 
spare  clothing,  and  his  father's  horse  of  its  saddle 
blanket;  then,  straightening  out  the  sick  man  he 
wapped  him  in  the  clothes  and  blanket,  and  rode 
Iflte  mad  for  the  nearest  ranch-house.  The  neigh- 
bour, a  young  man,  came  at  once,  with  a  pot  to 
make  tea,  M  axe,  and  a  rope.  They  fourd  the  older 
despairing.  A  fire  was  made, 
and  hot  tea  revived  him.   Then  Josh  cut  two  long 
poles  from  the  nearest  timber  and  made  a  stretcher 
or  travois,  Man  fashion,  the  upper  ends  fast  to 
the  saddle  of  a  horse,  while  the  other  ends  trailed 
on  the  ground.  Thus  by  a  long,  slow  journey  the 
wounded  man  got  back.  All  he  had  prayed  for 
was  to  get  home.  Every  invalid  is  sure  that  if 
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only  he  can  get  home  all  will  soon  be  well.  Mother 
was  not  yet  strong,  the  baby  needed  much  care, 
but  Josh  was  a  good  boy,  and  the  loving  best  of  all 
was  done  for  the  sick  one.  His  leg,  set  by  the  anny 
surgeon  of  Fort  Yellowstone,  was  knit  again  after  a 
month,  but  had  no  power.  He  had  no  force;  the 
shock  of  those  two  dire  days  was  on  him.  The 
second  month  went  by,  and  still  he  lay  in  bed. 
Poor  Josh  was  the  man  of  the  place  now,  and  be- 
tween duties,  indoors  and  out,  he  was  worn  body 
and  soul. 

Then  it  was  dear  they  must  have  help.  So 

Jack  S  was  engaged  at  the  regular  wages  of 

$40  a  month  for  outside  work,  and  a  year  of  struggle 
went  by.  only  to  see  John  Cree  in  his  grave,  his 
cattle  nearly  all  gone,  his  widow  and  boy  living  in  a 
house  on  which  was  still  $500  of  the  original  mort- 
gage.  Josh  was  a  brave  boy  and  growing  stronjf, 
but  unboyishly  grave  with  the  weight  of  care.  He 
sold  off  the  few  cattle  that  were  left,  and  set  about 
keeping  the  roof  over  his  mother  and  baby  sister 
by  working  a  truck  farm  for  the  market  supplied 
by  the  summer  hotels  of  the  Park,  and  managed  to 
come  out  even.    He  would  in  time  have  done  well, 
but  he  could  not  get  far  enough  ahead  to  meet  that 
10  per  cent  mortgage  already  overdue. 
The  banker  was  not  a  hard  man,  but  he  was  in 
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the  business  for  the  business.  He  extended  the 
time,  and  waited  for  interest  again  and  again,  but 
t  only  made  the  principal  larger,  and  it  se4ed  that 
the  last  ditch  was  reached,  that  it  would  be  best  to 
let  the  money-man  foreclose,  though  that  must 
meanawipeK>ut  and  would  leave  the  fatherless 
family  homeless.  "^cHebs 

Winter  was  coming  on,  work  was  scarce,  and  Josh 
went  to  Gardmer  to  see  what  he  could  get  in  the 
way  of  house  or  wage.  He  learned  of  a  chance  to 

substitute'  for  the  Park  mail-carrier.  whTh^S 
framed  his  loot.  It  was  an  easy  drive  to  Fort 
YeUowstone  and  there  he  readily  agreed 'when  they 
asked  hmi,  to  take  the  letters  and  packages  and  go 
on  farther  to  the  Canyon  Hotel.  Tl,us  it  w^Sl? 
on  the  joth  day  of  November  189-  Josh 
Cree,  suteen  years  old,  taU  and  rudd^,  rode 
through  the  snow  to  the  kitchen  door  of  the  C^! 
yon  Hotel  and  was  welcomed  as  though  he  were 
old  Santa  Claus  hmiself . 

Two  Magjies  on  a  tree  were  among  the  onlookers, 
^e  Park  Bears  were  demied  up,  but  there  we^^ 
«Y^i     STxT"^""'-  Highonthewood-paesi? 

1^  m  front  of  the  house,  and  the  keeper  said 
that  as  many  as  a  dozen  came  some  days  And 
sometimes,  he  said,  there  also  came  a  iJ^derf^ 
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Silver  Fox,  a  size  bigger  than  the  rest,  black  as 
coal,  with  eyes  like  yellow  diamonds,  and  a  silver 
frosting  like  little  stars  on  his  midnight  fur. 

"Myl  but  he's  a  beauty.  That  skin  would 
buy  the  best  team  of  mules  on  the  Yellowstone." 
That  was  interesting  and  famished  talk  for  a 
while.  In  the  morning  when  they  were  rising 
for  their  candlelight  breakfast,  the  hotel  man 
glandng  from  the  window  exclaimed,  "Here  he 
is  now!"  and  Josh  peered  forth  to  see  in  the  light 
of  sunrise  something  he  had  often  heard  of,  but 
never  before  seen,  a  coal-black  Fox,  a  giant  among 
his  kind.  How  slick  and  elegant  his  glossy  fur, 
how  siim  his  legs,  and  what  a  monstrous  bushy 
tail;  and  the  other  Foxes  moved  aside  as  the 
patrician  rushed  in  impatient  haste  to  seize  the 
food  thrown  out  by  the  cook. 

"Ain't  he  a  beauty?  "  said  the  hotel  man.  "I'll 
bet  that  pelt  would  fetch  five  hundred." 

Oh,  why  did  he  say  "five  hundred,"  the  exact 
sum,  for  then  it  was  that  the  tempter  entered  into 
Josh  Cree's  heart.  Five  hundred  dollars!  just 
the  amount  of  the  mortgage.  "Who  owns  wild 
beasts?  The  man  that  kills  them,"  said  the 
tempter,  and  the  thought  was  a  live  one  in  his 
breast  as  Josh  rode  back  to  Fort  Yellowstone. 

At  Gardiner  he  received  his  pay,  $6,  for  three 
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for  the  poor  home  that  soon  would  be  lost  to  him 
and  as  he  rode  he  did  some  haii  and  glJmy 
thmkmg.   On  his  wrist  there  hung  a  wondS 

t^ttt  "  teeth  on 

the  butt   I  was  a  pet  of  his,  and  "good  medicine  " 

£S[i^fl  ^  '^'■^"g^  ^-hJ^h  the  distant 
1^  ar^""  r?.r^  ^^^'^'-^  ^-"-kn^ 
Pi^'ed  L  «  tv"*  V''*'  "'^^^  the  quirt 

fti^  ^  ^""^^     '^'■^  Josh  had  I*. 

Then  a  figure  afoot  w^ 
and  cramng  nearer,  it  turned  out  to  be  a 

^  "-^^  ^'th  a  -22  rifle, 

^ut  game  was  scarce  and  Jack  was  returainir 

stopi^^o^r*''^-''?'"^  They 
'Sn'fn)  T'"'  '  ^^'^^         I^^y  said: 
Wuntin  splayed  out  now.   Howll  you  swap  that 

wL'^'i^.^'"  AmonthbeJeJosh  w^d 
r^^wT*^ A  ten-dollar  quirt  for 
^ttf^  ^«        briefly:  'Tor 

Tniif  ^  u  '"^s  "^ade  and  in  an  hou^ 

Josh  was  home.   He  stabled  Gri«le,  the  lartS 
their  saddle  stock,  and  entered. 
i^e  and  sorrow  dwelt  in  tbe  widow's  home,  but 
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the  return  of  Josh  brought  its  measure  of  jay. 
Mother  prepared  the  regular  meal  of  tea,  potatoes, 
and  salt  pork;  there  was  a  time  when  they  had 
soared  as  high  as  canned  goods,  but  those  pros- 
perous days  were  gone.  Josh  was  dandling  baby 
sister  on  his  lap  as  he  told  of  his  trip,  and  he  learned 
of  two  things  of  interest:  First,  the  bank  must 
have  its  money  by  February;  second,  the  stable  at 
Gardiner  wanted  a  driver  for  the  Cook  City  stage. 
Then  the  little  events  moved  quickly.  His  half- 
formed  plan  of  getting  barJt  to  the  Canyon  was 
now  frustrated  by  the  new  opening,  and,  beddes 
this,  hope  had  been  dampened  by  the  casual  word 
of  one  who  reported  that  "that  Silver  Fox  had 
not  been  seen  since  at  the  Canyon." 

Then  began  long  days  of  dreary  driving  through 
the  snow,  with  a  noon  halt  at  Yancey's  and  then 
three  days  later  the  return,  in  the  cold,  the  biting 
cold.  It  was  freezing  work,  but  coldest  of  all  was 
the  chill  thought  at  his  heart  that  February  xst 
would  see  him  homeless. 

Small  bands  of  Mountain  Sheep  he  saw  at  times 
on  the  slope  of  Evarts,  and  a  few  Blacktail,  and 
later,  when  the  winter  deepened,  huge  bull  Elk 
were  seen  along  the  trail.  Sometimes  they  moved 
not  more  than  a  few  paces  to  let  him  pass.  These 
were  everyday  things  to  him,  but  in  the  second 
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He  was  coming  down  the  long  hiU  back  of  Yancev's 

shmy  with  yellow  eyes  like  a  huge  black 

cat  unusu.  .y  long  and  sharp  in  the  nose  buTa 
wonderful  Silver  Foxl   Possibly  the  sTe  ^Ihe 

^d  disappeared  and  there  were  not  likely  toZ 

Josh  8  bosom  surged  with  mingled  feelings,  my 
did  he  not  carry  that  Kttle  gun?  Whv  (Ud  he  nrJ 
reahze?  Were  the  thoughrthari^l^C 

The  Pox  was  still  there  when  To«li  Ar^r^ 

sawed  off  the  stock  so  he  could  hide  it  easily  in 
his  jnrercoat  if  need  be.  No  man  knew  thaf 

STr^T"''  ^^^^^  scenied  V  know 

Tlie  Red  ones  kept  afar  and  the  Black  one  caiTe 

the  Black  Fox  has  cunning  measured  to  his  value 
He  came  not,  or  if  he  came,  was  wisely  hidden* 

sS^lxTn  Yancey,say  "There's  a 

tort  weeL  tliS±^^  "'''^'^  '"^^^^ 
««  week.  Leastwise  Dave  says  he  geen  him.'* 
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Th«ne  were  soldiers  sitting  around  that  stove, 
game  guardians  of  the  Park,  and  still  more  danger- 
ous, a  scout,  the  soldiers'  guide,  a  mountaineer. 
Josh  turned  not  an  inch,  he  made  no  sound  in 
response,  but  his  heart  gave  a  jump.  Half  an 
hour  later  he  went  out  to  bed  his  horses  for  the 
night,  and  peering  around  the  stable  he  saw  a 
couple  of  shadowy  forms  that  silently  shifted  until 
swallowed  by  the  gloom. 

Then  the  soldiers  came  to  bed  their  horses,  and 
Josh  went  back  to  the  stove.  His  big  driving 
coat  hung  with  the  little  sawed-off  rifle  In  the  long 
pocket.  He  waited  till  the  soldiers  one  by  one 
went  up  the  ladder  to  the  general  bunk-room. 
He  rose  again,  got  the  lantern,  lighted  it,  carried 
it  out  behind  the  lonely  stable.  The  horses  were 
grinding  their  hay,  the  stars  were  faintly  lighting 
the  snow.  There  was  no  one  about  as  he  hung  the 
lantern  under  the  eaves  outside  so  that  it  could 
be  seen  from  the  open  valley,  but  not  from  the 
house. 

A  faint  Yap-yah,  of  a  Fox  was  heard  on  the 
piney  hillside,  as  he  lay  down  on  the  hay  in  the 
loft,  but  there  were  no  signs  of  life  on  the  snow. 
He  had  come  to  wait  all  night  if  need  be,  and 
waited.  The  lantern  might  allure,  it  might 
scare,  but  it  was  needed  in  this  gloom,  and  it 
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An  hour  went  by,  then  a  big-tailed  form  came 
ncjjr  and  made  a  Uttle  bark  it  the  la^™m  ft 
I^ked  ve^  dark,  but  it  had  a  paler  p!SL^  t^e 

Wl.  ^"^attenng  m  spite  of  his  overcoat 
AnoAer  gray  form  came,  then  a  much  larger  blS 
one  shaped  itself  on  the  white.   It  dash«i  at  the 

mtle  "JTd 'i"*'  ^^"^      followld  bu?a 

th!f V^l^*".  snow,  gazing  at 

that  bnght  hght.   When  you  are  sure,  you  are  To 

r     f ,  ?      -""^  was  d  m.    Tosh's  hAnrl 

enect  on  the  Fox  was  instant.  He  elided  fnrw««i 
^tentasahunUngcat.  Again  he  stoodl^ohS 

a  hidmg  partndge,  unbudging  as  a  lone  kM 
^telope  in  May.  And  J^* raised -ye!  ^ 
had  come  for  that -he  raised  that  fataf'gun 
The  lantern  blazed  in  the  Fox's  face  at  tweMv 
yards;  the  light  was  flung  back  doubled  J.  ite 
^ixung  eyes;  it  looked  perfectly  clear.  Josh  Une5 
the  gun,  but,  strange  to  tell,  the  sights 

Zl'"''  rr^'       ^«  «^  was  shlng  iS^e  ; 
-orghum  stalk  whUc  the  Cipher  gnaws  il 
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He  laid  the  weapon  down  with  a  groaa«  cwwd 
hii  own  poor  trembling  hand,  and  in  an  iutttit 

the  wonder  Fox  was  gone. 

Poor  JoAl  He  wasn't  bad-tongued,  but  now 
he  used  all  the  evil  words  he  had  ever  heard,  and  he 
was  Western  bred.  Then  he  react -d  on  himself. 
*'The  Fox  might  come  back!"  Suddenly  he 
remembered  something.  He  got  oot  a  common 
sulphur  match.  He  wet  it  <»i  his  lips  and  rubbed 
it  on  the  muzzle  sight:  Then  on  each  side  o:  the 
notch  on  the  breech  sight.  He  lined  it  for  a  tree. 
Yes!  surelyl  What  had  been  a  blur  of  blackness 
had  now  a  visible  fon... 

A  faint  bark  on  a  far  hillside  might  mean  a 
coming  or  a  going  Fox.  Josh  waited  five  minutes, 
then  agam  he  squeaked  on  his  bare  hand.  The 
effect  was  a  surprise  when  from  the  shelter  of  the 
stable  wall  ten  f  et  below  there  leaped  the  ffreat 
dark  Fox.  At  fiii  en  feet  it  paused.  Thr>-  .  »• 
low  orbs  were  fiery  in  the  light  and  the  rifle  » i^. 
with  the  specks  of  fire  were  lined.  Theic  , 
a  sharp  report  and  the  black-robed  fur  was  ;  iii 
and  limp  m  the  snow. 

Who  can  tell  the  crack  of  a  nnall  rifle  among  the 
louder  cracks  of  green  logs  splitting  with  the  fierce 
frost  of  a  Yellowstone  winter's  night?  Why 
should  travel- worn,  storm-worn  travelers  wake 
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^ch  slight,  usual  sound?  Who  knowi?  Who 

And  afar  in  Livingston  what  did  the  fur  dealer 

^Lllr'u  banker? 
he  got  hb  five  hundred,  and  mother  found  it  easy 
to  accept  the  Indians'  creed*  "UT,«  . 
Ivncto?  Tk  creea.    v»ho  owns  wild 

Deasts?  The  man  who  kills  them." 

«•!  i„1i?      ^""^"^  ^'^^  ^^^^'^e,"  she  said; 

befievell'^'^  ^  ^ 

We  know  that  it  came  when  it  meant  the  most. 
.  "^^^^  the  turn  m  theS 

ci»M«e  was  when  those  three  bright  sulphur  sootl 
bilverFox.  Yes!  Josh  was  a  poacher.  Just  oiil» 

THE  VILLAIN  IN  VELNU  — THE  XASISN 

TTus  beautiful  animal,  the  Sable  of  America, 
^th  Its  J,  brown  fur  and  its  golden  throat  conS 

1-    V. .    of  their  respective  coats. 

trei  W^i'  '  T?^"  Morten  is  a  large 

tree  Weasel.  It  is  a  creature  of  amazing  a^ilitv 
so  murh  so  that  it  commonly  runs  duw-n  Ve 
■quirrel  among  the  tree  tops. 
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Its  food  consists  mainly  of  mice  and  Squirrels 
but  it  kills  Rabbits  and  Grouse  when  it  ^  S 
them,  and  sometimes  even  feasts  on  game  of  a  far 

more  noble  size. 

^  Tom  Newcomb,  my  old  guide,  has  given  me  an 
interesting  note  on  the  Marten,  made  while  he  was 
actmg  as  huntmg  guide  in  the  Shoahcmi  Mountains 
In  October,  191 1,  he  was  out  with  Baron  D' 
Epsai  and  his  party,  hunting  on  Miller  Creek  east 
of  Yellowstone  Paik.  They  shot  at  a  Deer. 
It  ran  off  as  though  unharmed,  but  turned  to  run 
down  hill,  and  soon  the  snow  showed  that  it  was 
spurtmg  blood  on  both  sides.   They  followed  for 
three  or  four  hundred  yards,  and  then  the  Deer 
track  was  joined  by  the  tracks  of  five  Marten. 
♦T  ^^^^^"'•""t'^^  they  found  the  Deer  down  and 
the  five  Marten,  a  family  probably,  darting  about 
to  the  near  trees,  makin?  their  peculiar  soft  pun- 
as though  m  anticipation  of  the  feast,  which 
was  delayed  only  by  the  coming  of  the  hunters. 
These  attempts  to  share  with  the  killers  of  big  same 
are  often  seen. 

THE  INi>USTRIOUS  BEAVER 

In  some  respects  the  Beaver  is  the  most  notable 

^T  *uV  ^!7^1^  It  was  the  search  for  Beaver 
Skin**  that  led  adventtireis  to  exfkxc  the  Rocky 


M  


Mountains,  and  to  open  up  the  whole  northwest  of 
the  United  States  and  Canada.  It  is  the  Beaver 
to-day  that  IS  the  chief  incentive  to  poachers  fc 
Park,  but  above  aJ  the  Beaver  is  the  animal  thS 
^  manifests  its  intelligence  by  its  works,  ^ 
^.^^  <rf  Ws  best  constructi^^ 
h^dT^  « »»y  ^weBHxmsidewd  labour  of  it. 

That  was  a  time  when  the  Beaver's  works  and 
wisdom  were  io  mm  mad  astounding  that  super- 
human  mtelhgence  was  ascribed  to  this 
^gmeer.   Then  tiie  scoffers  came  and  reduSi^ 
to  the  ow  level  of  his  near  kin.  and  explained  the 
accounts  of  his  work,  as  mere  fairy  tales    Now  we 
have  got  back  to  the  middle  of  the  road.   We  find 
hini  a  creature  of  intelligence  far  above  that  of  hi. 
new  ktasmen,andendowed  with  someextraordinary 
instincts  that  guile  him  in  makiag  d«ns.  houi? 
etc..  that  are  unparaUeled  m  the  anhnal  w«ld 
Here  are  the  principal  deUberate  constructions  of 
^  Bemr:  First  the  lodge.  The  Beaver  was 

the  ongmal  mventor  of  rdaforcttl  concrete.  He 
has  used  It  for  a  million  years,  in  the  form  of  mud 
mued  with  sticks  and  stones,  for  building  his  lodge 

Sf^lft  ^  of  the  family; 

that  h,  ft  dielters  usually  one  old  iMb,  «,«  oW 
wMie  ttd  mndiy  oiipi^.  3^  kammmfy 


fifteen  to  twenty  feet  aooM  outside,  and  time  to 
five  feet  high.   Within  is  a  chamber  about  two 
feet  high  and  six  feet  across,  well  above  water  and 
provided  with  a  ventilator  through  the  roof ,  also  two 
entering  passages  under  water,  one  winding  for 
ordinary  traffic,  and  one  straight  for  carrying  in 
wood,  whose  bark  is  a  staple  food.   This  house  is 
kept  perfectly  tidy,  and  when  the  branch  is  stripped 
of  all  eatable  parts,  it  is  taken  out  and  worked  into 
the  dam,  which  is  a  crooked  bank  of  mud  and  sticks 
across  the  running  stream.   It  holds  the  water  so 
as  to  loat  the  Beaver  Castle. 

But  the  canal  is  one  of  this  animal's  most  in- 
teresUng  undertakings.  It  is  strictly  a  freight 
canal  for  bringing  in  food-logs,  and  is  dug  out 
across  level  ground  toward  the  standing  timber. 

Canals  are  commonly  three  or  four  hundred  feet 
long,  about  three  feet  wide  and  two  feet  deep. 
There  was  a  small  but  good  example  at  Yancey's  in 
1897 ;  it  was  onl v  seventy  feet  long.  The  longest  I 
ever  saw  was  in  the  Adirondack*,  N.  Y.;  it  was 
SIX  hundred  and  fifty-four  feet  in  length  following 
the  curves,  two  or  three  feet  wide  and  about  two 
feet  deep. 

Three  other  Bea\'er  structures  should  be  noticed. 
One,  the  dock  or  plunge  hole,  which  is  a  deep  place 
by  ft  sharply  raised  bank,  both  made  with  care- 
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fiil  manual  labour.  Next,  the  sunning  place,  gen- 
«»ny  an  ant-hffl  <m  which  the  Beaver  li<|  to 
enjoy  a  sun-bath,  while  the  ants  pick  the  creenen* 

bUte  pattyof  mud  mixed  with  a  squeeze  of  the 
««tor  or  body-scent  glands.  It  answers  the  pur- 
P«~  of  a  register,  letting  aU  who  caU  know  that  so 

and  8Q*as  recently  been  her". 
TTie  chief  food  of  the  Beaver,  at  least  its  favourite 

where  there  are  no  poplars  there  aie  no  BcavS 

THE  DAir 

UsuaUy  the  Beavers  start  a  dam  on  some  stream, 
right  opposite  a  good  grove  of  poplars, 

^tzT^.^^^  *  '^'"'^  ^*™o^-  tl^esamestream 

close  by  pop  ars  for  food.  In  this  way  I  found  the 
Beaver,  at  Yancey's  in  1897  had  constru<SdZ! 

But  when  I  examined 

th^  Tf  ^        ^        '^"e  broken, 

the  ponds  aU  diy.  Why?  The  answer  is  ven^ 

2^h.ngbut  stumps,  and  the  Beavers  had  moved 


tf»€T  vstna  his 

7ii/  AS  A  Tr^M^c/ 


II  / 


FanuKH  Fur-ficAtCft 

Similarly  in  1897  the  largest  Beaver  pond  in  the 
Parlt  was  at  Obsidian  CM.  I  should  say  the  dam 
^rV^'^^'^^^^^y^<i^loiig.  But  now 
It  IS  broken  and  the  pond  is  drained.  And  the 
rcMon  as  before  -  the  Beavers  used  aU  the  food 

^^'^""^      ^  »  broken 
when  the  hardworking  ones  are  not  there  in  their 

eternal  vigilance  to  keep  it  tight 

There  are  many  good  Beaver  ponds  near  Yan- 
cey s  now  and  probably  made  by  the  same  colonie. 
of  Beavers  as  those  I  studied  there. 

Last  September  I  found  a  fine  lots  of  dams  and 
dammers  on  the  southeast  side  of  Yellowstone  Lake 
Where  you  may  go  on  a  camera  hunt  with  certainty 
of  gettmg  Beaver  pictures.  Yes,  in  broad  day- 

the  Be^V°"^' 
It  does  not  use  its  tail  as  a  trowel. 
It  does  not  use  big  logs  in  building  a  dam. 
It  does  not  and  cannot  drive  stakes. 
It  »nnot  throw  a  tree  in  any  fjiven  way. 
It  finishes  the  kxige  outside  with  sticks,  not  mud. 


OTTER  AND  HIS  SLIDE 

Every  one  of  us  that  ever  was  a  smaU  boy  aud 

Jj^rfced  m  beUy-bumping  down  some  icy  hill,  on  a 

5* 


Famous  Fur-bcafcft 

sled  of  glorious  red,  ihouU  lunre  a  brotherly  tya. 

pathy  for  the  Otter.  "wwny  mym- 

In^!^  this  beautiful  animal  be- 

ongs  to  the  Weasel  family,  it  hM  so  far  progresS 
^at  It  ,s  one  of  the  merriest.  best-naturS^T 

"IS  "'*'^;!f        "^'^  ^1-"^  prey 

.^"•y»>«'ar«<^»yowingtothefacttlitit 
has  taken  entirely  to  a  fiA  diet;  for  withoutwy 

fisherfolk  are  gentler  than  hunterfolk,  and  the 

uSTi^  ^^-^       ^  ^- 

We  find  th.  animals  going  through  much  the 
nme  suges  as  we  do.  First,  the  struggle  for 
food,  then  for  mates,  and  later,  when  thiy  have 
no  cause  to  worry  about  either,  they  seek  f<^ 

'll^^:^  ^"'^  '  """'^^  °^ 

nave  mvented  amusements.   Usually  these  are 

mere  game,  of  tog.  catch,  or  tussle,  but  some  have 

gone  farther  and  have  a  regular  initltutioii.  with 

TTA^k^^^t-^  ""f"'         apparatus  provided. 
This  is  the  highest  form  of  aU,  and  one  of  the  best 
Illustrations  of  it  is  found  in  the^SttS 
Coastmg  ,s  an  established  game  with  thi.  aafa^: 
JSlil?^^'^  ^'^^^'■'^"^       the  spedes' 

i^^'Zl'^'^f^';  This  is  any  co^n- 
ient  steep  hiU  or  bank,  sloping  down  into  deep 
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water,  prepared  by  much  use,  and  worn  into  a 
smooth  shoot  that  becomes  especially  serviceable 
when  snow  or  ice  are  there  to  act  as  lightning 
lubricants.  And  here  the  Otters  will  meet,  old 
and  young,  male  and  female,  without  any  thought 
but  the  joy  of  fun  together,  and  shoot  down  one 
after  the  other,  swiftly,  and  swifter  still,  as  the  hill 
grows  smooth  with  use,  and  plump  into  the  water 
and  out  again;  and  chase  each  other  with  little 
animal  gasps  of  glee,  each  striving  to  make  the 
shoot  more  often  and  more  quickly  than  the 
others.  And  all  of  this  charming  scene,  this  group 
and  their  merry  game,  is  unquestionably  for  the 
simple  social  joy  of  being  together  in  an  exercise 
which  gives  to  them  the  delicious,  exhilarating 
sensation  of  speeding  through  space  without  either 
violence  or  effort.  In  fact,  for  the  very  same  reason 
that  you  and  I  went  coasting  when  we  were  boys. 

Do  not  fail  to  get  one  of  the  guides  to  show  you 
the  Otter  slides  as  you  travel  about  the  lake.  Some 
of  them  are  good  and  some  are  poor.  The  very 
best  are  seen  after  the  snow  has  come,  but  still 
you  can  see  them  with  your  own  eyes,  and  if  you 
are  very  lucky  and  very  patient  you  may  be  re- 
warded by  the  sight  of  these  merry  creatures  in- 
dulging in  a  game  which  closely  parallels  so  many 
of  our  own. 
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Horns  and  Hoofs  and  Legs  of  Speed 

THE  BOUNDING  BLACKTAIL 

WHEN  Lewis  and  Clark  reached  the  Big 
Sioux  River  in  Dakota,  on  their  famous 
journey  up  the  Missouri,  ont  hundred  and 
ten  years  ago,  they  met,  on  the  very  edge  and 
beginning  of  its  range,  the  Mule  Deer,  and  added 
the  new  species  to  their  collection. 

It  is  the  characteristic  Deer  of  the  rough  country 
from  Mexico  to  British  Columbia,  and  from  Cali- 
fornia to  Manitoba;  and  is  one  of  the  kinds  moRt 
easily  observed  in  the  Yellowstone  Sanctuary. 

Driving  from  Gardiner,  passing  under  the  Great 
Tower  of  Eagle  Rock  on  which  an  Osprey  has 
nested  year  after  year  as  far  back  as  the  records 
go,  and  wheelmg  into  the  open  space  in  front  of 
the  Mammoth  Hot  Springs  Hotel,  one  is  ahnost 
sure  to  come  on  a  family  of  Deer  wandering  across 
the  lawn,  or  posing  among  the  shrubbery,  with  all 
the  artless  grace  of  the  truly  wild  creature.  These 


57 


Horns  and  Hoob  and  Legfs  of  Speed 


are  the  representatives  of  several  hundred  that 
collect  in  fall  on  and  about  this  lawn,  but  are  now 
scattered  for  the  summer  season  over  the  adjoining 
hills,  to  come  again,  no  doubt  in  increased  num- 
bers, when  the  first  deep  snow  shall  warn  them  to 
seek  their  winter  range. 

Like  the  other  animals,  these  are  natives  of  the 
region  and  truly  wild,  but  so  educated  by  long 
letting  alone  that  it  is  easy  to  approach  within  a 
few  yards. 

The  camera  hunter  should  not  fall  to  use  this 

opportunity,  not  onl)  jecause  they  are  wild  and 
beautiful  things,  but  because  he  can  have  the  films 
developed  at  the  hotel  over  night,  and  so  find  out 
how  his  camera  is  behaving  in  this  new  light  and 
surroundings. 

This  is  the  common  Blacktailed  Deer  of  the  hill 
country,  called  Mule  Deer  on  account  of  its  huge 
ears  and  the  shape  of  its  tail.  In  Canada  I  knew 
it  by  the  name  of  "Jumping  Deer,"  from  its  gait, 
and  in  the  Rockies  it  is  familiar  as  the  "Bounding 
Blacktail" — "Bounding"  because  of  the  wonderful 
way  in  which  it  strikes  the  ground  with  its  legs 
held  stiffly,  then  rises  in  the  air  with  little  apparent 
effort,  and  lands  some  ten  or  fifteen  feet  away. 
As  the  hunters  say,  "The  Blacktail  hits  only 
the  high  places  in  the  landscape."  Qn  the  levd 
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it  does  not  run  so  wdl  as  the  Antelope  or  the 

Whitetailed  Deer,  and  I  often  wondered  why  it  had 
adopted  this  laborious  mode  of  speeding,  which 
seemed  so  inferior  to  the  normal  pace  of  its  kin. 
But  at  length  I  was  eyewitness  of  an  q>isode  that 
explained  the  puzzle. 

THE  MOIHEK  BLACKTAIL'S  KAOC  VOR  UTS 

In  the  fall  of  1897  I  was  out  for  a  Wolf  hunt 
with  the  Eaton  boys  in  the  Badlands  near  Medora, 
N.  D.  We  had  a  fine  mixed  pack  of  dogs,  trailers, 
runners,  and  fighters.  The  runners  were  thor- 
oughbred greyhounds,  that  could  catch  any  four- 
foot  on  the  plains  except  perhaps  a  buck  Ar*2lope; 
that  I  saw  thero  signally  fail  in.  But  a  Wolf,  or 
even  the  swift  Coyote,  had  no  chance  of  getting 
away  from  them  provided  they  could  keep  him 
in  view.  We  started  one  of  these  singers  of  the 
plains,  and  at  first  he  set  off  trusting  to  his  legs, 
but  the  greyhounds  were  after  him,  and  when  he 
saw  his  long  start  shrinking  so  fearfully  fast  he 
knew  that  his  legs  could  not  save  him,  that  now 
was  the  time  for  wits  to  enter  the  game.  And 
this  entry  he  made  quickly  and  successfully  by 
dropping  out  of  sight  down  a  brushy  canyon,  so  the 
greyhounds  saw  him  no  more. 

Then  they  were  ba£Bed  by  Prairie-dogs  which 

59 


Hofftu  and  Hoofs  and  Legs  of  Spend 


dodged  down  out  of  reach  and  hawks  which  rose  up 
out  of  reach,  and  still  we  rode,  tiii,  rounding  a  little 
luioll  near  a  drinking  place,  we  came  suddenly  on 
a  mother  Blacktail  and  her  two  fawns.  All  tiiree 
swung  their  big  ears  and  eyes  into  full  bearing  on 
us,  and  we  reined  our  horses  and  tried  to  check 
our  dogs,  hoping  they  had  not  seen  the  quarry 
that  we  did  not  wish  to  harm.  But  Bran  the  leador 
gave  a  yelp,  then  leaping  high  over  the  sage, 
directed  all  the  rest,  and  in  a  flash  it  was  a  life 
and  death  race. 

Again  and  frantically  the  elder  Eaton  yelled 
"Come  back!"  and  his  brother  tried  to  cut  across 
and  intercept  the  hounds.  But  a  creature  that 
runs  away  is  an  irresistible  bait  to  a  greyhound, 
and  the  chase  across  the  sage-covered  flat  was  on, 
with  every  nerve  and  tendon  strained. 
I  Away  went  the  Blacktail,  boimding,  botmding  t 
that  famous  beautiful,  birdlike,  soaring  pace, 
mother  and  young  tapping  the  groxmd  and  sailing 
to  land,  and  tap  and  sail  again.  And  away  went 
Ihe  greyhoimds,  low  coursing,  outstretched,  bound- 
ing like  bolts  from  a  crossbow,  curving  but  little 
^  "opping  only  to  be  shot  again.  They  were 
' ;  hard;  the  Blacktail  seemed  to  be  going 
:  i  viisily,  far  more  beautifully.  But  alas  I  they 
-were  losing  time.  The  greyhounds  were  closing; 
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m  vain  we  yelled  at  them.  We  spurred  our  horses, 

hoping  to  cut  them  o>"',  hoping  to  stop  the  ugly, 
lawless  tragedy.   But  the  greyhounds  were  frantic 
now.  The  distance  between  Bran  and  the  hind- 
most fawn  was  not  fort.     -t.  Then  Eaton  drew 
his  revolver  and  fired  shot^  over  the  greyhounds* 
heads,  hoping  to  scare  them  into  submission,  but 
they  seemed  to  draw  fresh  stimulus  from  each 
report,  and  yelped  and  bounded  faster.  A  little 
more  and  the  end  would  be.  Then  we  saw  a 
touching  sight.   The  hindmost  fawn  let  out  a 
feeble  bleat  of  distresj^,  and  the  mother  heeding 
dropped  back  between.  It  looked  like  choosing 
death,  for  now  she  had  not  twenty  feet  of  lead.  I 
wanted  Eaton  to  use  his  gun  on  the  foremost 
hound,  when  something  imexpected  happened. 
The  flat  was  crossed,  the  Blacktail  reached  a  great 
high  butte,  and  tapping  with  their  toes  they  soared 
some  fifteen  feet  and  tapped  again;  and  tapped 
and  tapped  and  soared,  and  so  they  went  like 
hawks  that  are  bounding  in  the  air,  and  the  grey- 
hounds, peerless  on  the  plain,  were  helpless  on 
the  butte.  Yes!  rush  they  might  and  did,  and 
bounded  and  domb,  but  theirs  was  not  the  way 
of  the  hills.  Tn  twenty  heartbeats  they  wer  *ft 
behind.    T  c  BlacI    il         er  with  her  tv/ins 
kept  on  anu  soared  and       .y  soared  till  lost  to 
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view,  and  «I1  were  lafely  hidden  in  thrfr  native 

hills. 

TBI  blacktah's  iarty  It  nf  TBI  bhu 

That  day  I  learned  the  reason  for  the  bounding 
flight,  so  beautiful,  but  not  the  best  or  swiftest 
on  the  plain,  yet  the  one  that  gives  them  dominion 
and  safety  on  the  hills,  that  makes  oi  them  a  hill 
folk  that  the  Hangers  of  the  plain  can  never  reach. 
So  now,0  '  ^aveller  in  the  Park,  if  you  approach 
too  near  the  Blacktail  feeding  near  the  great  hotel, 
and  so  alarm  them — for  they  are  truly  wild — they 
make  not  for  the  open  run  as  do  the  Antelope  and 
the  Hares,  not  for  i-.t  thickest  bottomland  as  do  the 
Whitetail  and  the  Lynxes,  but  for  the  steeper 
hillsides.  They  know  ri|^t  well  where  their 
safety  lies,  and  on  that  near  and  bushy  bank, 
laying  aside  all  alarm,  they  group  and  pose  in 
artless  grace  that  tempts  one  to  a  lavish  use  of 
fihns  and  g^es  the  chance  for  that  crowning  trimnph 
of  the  art,  a  wild  animal  group,  none  d  which  is 
looking  at  the  camera. 

One  more  characteristic  inddent:  In  z8  ;  I 
was  riding,  with  my  wife,  from  Yancey's  sr 
to  Baronett's  Bridge,  when  we  came  cn  a  ycaug 
buck  Blacktail.  Now,  said  I,  "I  am  going  to 
show  you  the  most  wonderf'i'  and  be&,  tiful  thing 
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to  be  seen  in  the  way  of  wild  life  speeding.  You 
shall  now  see  the  famous  bounding  of  the  Black- 
tail."  Then  I  spurred  out  after  the  young  buck, 
knowing  that  all  he  needed  was  a  little  alarm  to 
make  him  perform.  Did  he  take  alarm  and  run? 
Not  at  all.  He  was  in  the  Yellowstone  Sanctuary. 
He  knew  nothing  of  guns  or  dogs;  he  had  lived  all 
his  life  in  safety.  He  would  trot  a  few  steps  out  of 
my  way,  then  turn  and  gaze  at  me,  but  run,  bound, 
and  make  for  the  high  land,  not  a  bit  of  it.  And  to 
this  daymyfair  companion  has  not  seen  the  Black- 
tail  bounding  up  the  hills. 

THE  ELK  OS  WAPITI  IHE  KOBLEST  OF  ALL  DEEK 

The  Rocky  Mountain  Elk,  or  Wapiti,  is  the 
finest  of  all  true  Deer.  The  cows  weigh  400  to 
500  pounds,  the  bulls  600  or  800,  but  occasionally 
1000.  At  several  of  the  hotels  a  small  herd  is 
kept  in  a  corral  for  the  pleasure  and  photography 
of  visitors. 

The  latest  official  census  puts  the  summer  popu- 
lation of  Elk  in  the  Yellowstone  Park  at  35,000, 
but  the  species  is  migratory,  at  least  to  the  extent 
of  seeking  a  winter  feeding  ground  with  as  little 
snow  as  possible,  so  that  most  of  them  move  out  as 
snow  time  sets  in.  Small  herds  linger  in  the  rich 
and  sheltered  valleys  along  the  Yellowstone,  Snake 
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and  nearby  rivers,  but  the  total  of  those  wintering 
in  the  Park  is  probably  less  than  5,000. 

STALKING  A  BAND  OF  ELK 

In  the  summer  months  the  best  places  in  which  to 
look  for  these  Deer  are  all  the  higher  forests,  especi- 
ally along  the  timber-line.  I  had  an  interesting 
stalk  after  a  large  band  of  them  among  the  woods 
of  Tower  Fallsin  the  June  of  1897.  I  had  found  the 
,  trail  of  a  considerable  herd  and  followed  it  up  the 

I  mountain  till  the  "sign"  was  fresh.  Then  I  tied 

up  my  horse  and  went  forward  on  foot.   For  these 
animals  are  sufl5ciently  acquainted  with  man  as  a 
mischief-maker  to  be  vigilant  in  avoiding  him,  even 
I  in  the  Park.  I  was  cautiously  crawling  from  tree  to 

I  tree,  when  out  across  an  open  space  I  descried  a  cow 

1  Elk  and  her  calf  lying  down.   A  little  more  crawling 

and  I  sighted  a  herd  all  lying  down  and  chewing  the 
cud.   About  twenty  yards  away  was  a  stiunp  whose 
she'  er  offered  chances  to  use  the  camera,  but  my 
H  present  position  promised  nothing,  so  I  set  out  care- 

I  fully  to  cross  the  intervening  space  in  plain  view 

I  of  scores  of  Elk;  and  all  would  have  been  well  but 

%  for  a  pair  of  mischievous  little  Chipmunks.  They 

ij  started  a  most  noisy  demonstration  against  my 

I  approach,  running  back  and  forth  across  my  path, 

twittering  and  flashing  their  tails  about.  In  vain 
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I  prayed  for  a  paralytic  stroke  to  fall  on  my  small 

tormentors.  Their  aggravating  plan,  if  plan  it  was, 
they  succeeded  in  fully  carrying  out.  The  Elk 
turned  all  their  megaphont  ears,  their  funnel  nosss 
and  their  blazing  telescopic  eyes  my  way.  I  lay 
like  a  log  and  waited ;  so  did  they.  Then  the  moun- 
tain breeze  veered  suddenly  and  bore  the  taint  of 
man  to  those  watchful  mothers.  They  sprang  to 
their  feet,  some  fifty  head  at  least,  half  of  them  with 
calves  by  their  sides,  and  away  they  dashed  witl  a 
roaring  sound,  and  a  rattling  and  crashing  of 
branches  that  is  wonderfully  impressive  to  hear, 
and  nothing  at  all  to  tell  about. 

I  had  made  one  or  two  rough  sketches  as  I  lay 
on  the  ground,  but  the  photographs  were  failures. 

This  band  contained  only  cows  engaged  in  grow- 
ing their  calves.  According  to  Elk  etiquette,  the 
bulls  are  off  by  themselves  at  a  much  higher  ele- 
vation, engaged  in  the  equally  engrossmg  occu- 
pation of  growing  their  antlers.  Most  persons  ire 
surprised  greatly  when  first  they  learti  ih.it  the 
huge  antlers  of  the  Elk,  as  with  most  deer,  are 
grown  and  shed  each  year.  It  lakes  only  five 
months  to  grow  them.  They  are  perfect  in  late 
September  for  the  fighting  season,  and  are  shed  in 
March.  The  bidl  Elk  now  shapes  his  conduct  to 
his  weaponless  condition.  He  becomes  as  meek  as 
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he  was  warlike.  And  so  far  from  battling  with  all 
of  their  own  sex  that  come  near,  these  big  * '  mooUys  " 
gather  in  friendly  stag-parties  on  a  baivis  of  equal 
loss,  and  haunt  the  upper  woods  whose  pasture  is 
rich  enough  to  furnish  the  high  power  nutriment 
needed  to  offset  the  exhausting  drtnn  of  growing 
such  mighty  horns  in  such  minimum  time. 

They  are  more  free  from  flies  too  in  these  high 
places,  which  is  important,  for  even  the  antlers 
are  sensitive  while  growing.  They  are  even  more 
sensitive  than  the  rest  of  the  body,  besides  being 
less  protected  and  more  temptingly  filled  wi' h 
blood.  A  mosquito  would  surely  think  he  had 
struck  it  ridi  if  he  landed  on  the  hot,  palpitating 
end  of  a  Wapiti's  thin-skinned,  blood-gorged  ant- 
lers. It  is  quite  probable  that  some  of  the  queer 
bumps  we  see  on  the  finished  weapons  are  due  to 
mosqtuto  or  fly  stings  su£Fered  in  the  early  period 
of  founati(»i. 

THE  BUGUNG  ELK 

During  the  summer  the  bulls  attend  strictly  to 
their  self-development,  but  late  August  sees  them 
ready  to  seek  once  more  the  mixed  society  of  tueir 
kind.  Their  horns  are  fully  grown,  but  are  not 
quite  hardened  and  are  still  covered  with  velvet. 
By  the  end  of  September  these  weapons  are  hard 
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and  cleaned  and  ready  for  use,  just  as  a  thrilling 
change  sets  in  in  the  body  and  mind  of  the  bull. 
He  is  full  of  strength  and  vigour,  his  coat  is  sleek, 
his  neck  is  swollen,  his  muscles  are  tense,  his  horns 
are  clean,  sharp,  and  strong,  and  at  their  heaviest. 
A  burning  ambition  to  distinguish  himself  in  wai-, 
and  win  favours  from  the  shy  ladies  of  his  kind, 
grows  in  him  to  a  perfect  insanity;  goaded  by  desire, 
boiling  with  animal  force,  and  raging  with  war-lust, 
he  mounts  some  ridge  in  the  valley  and  pours  forth 
hb  very  soul  in  a  wild  far-reaching  battle-cry. 
Beginning  low  and  rising  in  pitch  to  a  veritable 
scream  of  piercing  intensity,  it  falls  to  a  rumbled 
growl,  which  broken  into  shorter  growls  dies  slowly 
away.  This  is  the  famed  bugling  of  the  Elk,  biid 
however  grotesque  it  may  seem  when  heard  in  a 
zoo,  is  admitted  by  all  who  know  it  in  its  home- 
land to  be  the  most  inspiring  music  in  nature  — 
because  of  what  it  means.  Here  is  this  magnificent 
creature,  big  as  a  horse,  strong  as  a  bull,  and  fierce 
as  a  lion  standing  in  all  the  pride  and  glory  of  his 
primest  prime,  annoimcing  to  all  the  world:  "I 
am  out  for  a  fightl  Do  any  of  you  want  a ' 

F  - 1  -  G  -  H  -  T  !-!-!?"  Nor  does  he  usually 

have  long  to  wait.  Fxcm  some  far  mountainade 
the  answer  comes: 
"Yes,  yes,  yes!  Yes,  I  Do,  Do,  Do,  Dol" 
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A  few  more  bugle  blasts  and  the  two  great  giants 
meet; and  when  they  do  all  the  world  knows  it  for  a 
mile  around,  without  it  being  seen.  The  crashing 
of  the  anilcrs  as  they  close,  the  roars  of  hate,  the 
squeals  of  c  ombat,  thecracking  of  breaking  branches 
as  they  wliarge  and  charge,  and  push  and  strive, 
and  —  sometimes  the  thud  of  a  heavy  bodv  going 
down. 

Many  a  time  have  I  heard  them  in  the  distant 
woods,  but  mostly  at  night.  Often  have  I  gone 
forth  warily  hoping  to  see  something  of  the  fight, 
for  we  all  love  to  see  a  fight  when  not  personally  in 
danger;  but  luck  has  been  against  me.  I  have 
been  on  the  battlefield  next  morning  to  see  where  the 
combatants  had  torn  up  an  acre  of  ground,  and 
trampled  unnumbered  saplings,  or  tossed  huge 
boulders  about  like  pebbles,  but  the  fight  I  missed. 

One  day  as  I  came  into  camp  in  the  Shoshonees, 
east  of  the  Park,  an  old  hunter  said:  "Say,  youl 
you  want  to  see  a  real  old-time  Elk  fight?  You 
go  up  on  that  ridge  back  of  the  corral  and  you'll  sure 
IBee  a  hull  bunch  of  'em  at  it;  not  one  pair  of  bulls, 
but  six  of  'em. " 

I  hurried  away,  but  again  I  was  too  late;  I  saw 
nothing  but  the  trampled  ground,  the  broken  sap- 
lings, and  the  traces  of  the  turmoil;  the  battling 
giants  were  gone. 
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Back  I  went  end  from  the  hunter's  description 
made  the  sketch  which  I  give  below.  The  old 
man  said:  "Well,  you  sure  got  it  this  time. 
That's  exactly  like  it  was.  One  pair  was  jest 
fooHn',  one  was  fencing  and  was  still  perlite;  but 
that  third  pair  was  a  playin'  the  game  for  keeps. 
An'  for  givin'  the  facts,  that's  away  ahead  of  any 
photograph  I  ever  seen. " 

Once  I  did  come  on  the  fatal  battle-ground,  but 
it  was  some  time  after  the  decision;  and  there  I 
found  the  body  of  the  one  who  did  not  win.  The 
antlers  are  a  fair  index  of  the  size  and  vigour  of  the 
stag,  and  if  the  fallen  one  was  so  big  and  strong, 
what  lik:  he  who  downed  him,  pierced  him 
throi'  *      .  left  him  on  the  plain. 


At  one  time  in  a  Californian  Park  I  heard  the 
war-bugle  of  an  Elk.  He  bawled  aloud  in  brazen, 
ringing  tones :  "Anybody  want aF-I-G-H-T 
t-t-t-t  I  !" 

I  extemporized  a  horn  and  answered  him  accord- 
ing to  his  mood.  "  Yes,  I  do;  bring  it  ALONGI" 
and  he  brought  it  at  a  trot,  squealing  and  roaring 
as  he  came.  When  he  got  within  forty  yards 
he  left  the  cover  and  approached  me,  a  perfect 
incarnation  of  brute  ferodty  and  hate. 


SNAPPING  A  CHARGING  BULL 
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His  ears  were  laid  back,  his  muzzle  raised,  his 
nose  curled  up,  his  lower  teeth  exposed,  his  mane 
was  bristling  and  in  his  eyes  there  blazed  a  mar- 
vellous fire  of  changing  opalescent  green.  On  he 
marched,  gritting  his  teeth  and  uttering  a  most 
unpleasantly  wicked  squeal. 

Then  suddenly  down  went  his  head,  and  he 
came  crash  at  me,  with  all  the  power  of  half  a  ton 
of  hate.  However,  I  was  not  so  much  exposed  as 
may  have  been  inferred.  I  was  safely  up  a  tree. 
And  there  I  sat  watching  that  crazy  bull  as  he 
prodded  the  trunk  with  his  horns,  and  snorted, 
and  raved  around,  telling  me  just  what  he  thought 
of  me,  inviting  him  to  a  fight  and  then  getting  up 
a  tree.  Finally  he  went  off  roaring  and  gritting 
his  teeth,  but  turning  back  to  cast  on  me  from 
time  to  time  the  deadly,  opaque  green  light  of  his 
mad,  malignant  eyes. 

A  friend  of  mine,  John  Fossum,  once  a  soldier 
attached  to  Fort  Yellowstone,  had  a  similar  ad- 
venture on  a  more  heroic  scale.  While  out  on 
a  camera  hunt  in  early  winter  he  descried  afar 
a  large  bull  Elk  lying  asleep  in  an  open  valley. 
At  once  Fossum  made  a  plan.  He  saw  that  he 
could  crawl  up  to  the  bull,  snap  him  where  he 
lay,  then  later  secure  a  second  picture  as  the 
creature  ran  for  the  timber.  The  first  part  of  the 
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programme  was  carried  out  admirably.  Fossimi 
got  \dthin  fifty  feet  and  still  the  Elk  lay  sleeping. 

Then  the  camera  was  opened  out.  But  alas! 
that  little  pesky  "click,"  that  does  so  much  mis- 
chief, awoke  the  bull,  who  at  once  sprang  to  his 
feet  and  ran  —  not  for  the  woods  —but  for  th9 
man.  Fossum  with  the  most  amazing  nerve  stood 
there  quietly  focussing  his  camera,  till  the  bull 
was  within  ten  feet,  then  pressed  the  button,  threw 
the  camera  into  the  soft  snow  and  ran  for  his  life 
with  the  bull  at  his  coat-tails.  It  would  have 
been  a  short  run  but  for  the  fact  that  they  reached 
a  deep  snowdrift  that  would  carry  the  man,  and 
would  not  carry  the  Elk.  Here  Fossum  escaped, 
while  the  bull  snorted  around,  telling  just  what  he 
meant  to  do  to  the  man  when  he  caught  him;  but 
he  was  not  to  be  caught,  and  at  last  the  biill  went 
off  grumbling  and  squealing. 

The  hunter  came  back,  recovered  his  camera,  and 
when  the  plate  was  developed  it  bore  the  picture 
No.  xiv,  b. 

It  shows  plainly  the  fighting  light  in  the  bull's 
eye,  the  back  laid  ears,  the  twisting  of  the  nose, 
and  the  rate  at  which  he  is  coming  is  evidenced 
in  the  stamping  feet  and  the  wind-blown  whiskers, 
and  yet  in  spite  of  the  peril  of  the  moment,  and 
the  fact  that  this  was  a  hand  camera,  there  is  no 
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sign  of  shake  on  landscape  or  on  Elk,  and  the 
picture  is  actually  over-exposed. 

THE  HOODOO  COW 

One  of  the  best  summer  ranges  for  Elk  is  near 
the  southeast  comer  of  the  Yellowstone  Lake, 
and  here  it  was  my  luck  to  have  the  curious  ex- 
perience that  I  call  the  "Story  of  a  Hoodoo  Elk." 

In  the  September  of  191 2,  when  out  with  Tom 
Newcomb  of  Gardiner,  I  had  this  curious  adventure, 
that  I  shall  not  try  to  explain.  We  had  crossed 
the  Yellowstone  Lake  in  a  motor  boat  and  were 
camped  on  the  extreme  southeast  Finger,  at  a 
point  twenty-five  miles  as  the  crow  flies,  and 
over  fifty  as  the  trail  goes,  from  any  human 
dwelling.  We  were  in  the  least  travelled  and 
most  primitive  part  of  the  Park.  The  animals  here 
are  absolutely  m  the  wild  condition  and  there  was 
no  one  in  the  region  but  ourselves. 

On  Friday,  September  6th,  we  sighted  some  Elk 
on  the  lake  shore  at  sunrise,  but  could  not  get 
nearer  than  two  hundred  yards,  at  which  distance 
I  took  a  poor  snap.  The  Elk  wheeled  and  ran 
out  of  sight.  I  set  off  on  foot  with  the  guide 
?bout  8:30.  We  startled  one  or  two  Elk,  but 
they  were  very  wild,  and  I  got  no  chance  to  photo- 
graph. 
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About  10:30,  when  several  miles  farther  in  the 
wilderness,  we  sighted  a  cow  Elk  standing  in  a 

meadow  with  a  Coyote  sneaking  around  about 
one  hundred  yards  away.  "That's  my  Elk,"  I  said, 
and  we  swung  under  cover.  By  keeping  in  a  little 
pine  woods,  I  got  within  one  hundred  yards,  taking 
picture  No.  i,  Plate  XV.  As  she  did  not  move, 
I  said  to  Tom:  "You  stay  here  while  I  creep  out 
to  that  sage  brush  and  I'll  get  a  picture  of  her  at 
fifty  yards."  By  crawling  on  my  hands  I  was 
able  to  do  this  and  got  picture  No.  2.  Now  I 
noticed  a  bank  of  tall  grass  some  thirty  yards  from 
the  cow,  and  as  she  was  still  quiet,  I  crawled  to 
that  and  got  picture  No.  3.  She  did  not  move 
and  I  was  near  enough  to  see  that  she  was  dozing 
in  a  sun-bath.  So  I  stood  up  and  beckoned  to 
Tom  to  come  out  of  the  woods  at  once.  He  came 
on  nearly  speechless  with  amazement.  "What 
is  the  meaning  of  this?"  he  whispered. 

I  replied  calmly:  "I  told  you  I  was  a  medicine 
man,  perhaps  youTl  beKeve  me  now.  Don't  you 
see  I've  made  Elk  medicine  and  got  her  hj-pnotized? 
Now  I  am  going  to  get  up  to  about  twenty  yards 
and  take  hei  picture.  While  I  do  so,  you  use  the 
second  camera  and  take  me  in  the  act."  So  Tom 
took  No.  4  while  I  was  taking  No.  5,  and  later  No.  6. 

"Now,"  I  said,  "let's  go  and  talk  to  her."  We 
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walked  up  to  within  ten  yards.  The  Elk  did  not 
move,  so  I  said:  "Well,  Bessie,  you  have  callers. 
Won't  you  please  look  this  way?  "  She  did  so  and 
I  secured  shot  No.  7,  Plate  XVI. 

"Thank  you,"  I  said.  "Now  be  good  enough 
to  lie  down."  She  did,  and  I  took  No.  8. 

I  went  up  and  stroked  her,  so  did  Tom;  then 
giving  her  a  nudge  of  my  foot  I  said:  "Now 
stand  up  again  and  look  away." 

She  rose  up,  giving  me  Nos.  9,  10  and  11. 

"Thank  you,  Bossie!  now  you  can  go!"  And 
as  she  went  off  I  fired  my  last  film,  getting  No.  12. 

By  this  time  Tom  had  used  up  all  his  allowable 
words,  and  was  falling  back  on  the  contraband 
kind  to  express  his  surging  emotions. 

"What  the  is  the  

  meaning   

 of  this  ?" 

and  so  on. 

I  replied  calmly:  "Maybe  you'll  believe  I  have 
Elk  medicine.  Now  show  me  a  Moose  and  I'll 
give  you  some  new  shocks." 

Our  trip  homeward  occupied  a  couple  of  hours, 
during  which  I  heard  little  from  Tom  but  a  snort 
or  two  of  puzzlement. 

As  we  neared  camp  he  turned  on  me  suddenly 
and  said:  "Now,  Mr.  Seton,  what  is  the  meaning 
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of  this?  That  wasn't  a  sick  Elk;  she  was  fat  and 
h'jarty.  She  wasn't  poisoned  or  doped,  'cause 
there's  no  possibility  of  that.  It  wasn't  a  tame 
Elk,  'cause  there  ain't  any,  and,  anyhow,  we're 
seventy  miles  from  a  house.  Now  what  is  the 
meaning  of  it?" 

I  repKed  solemnly:  "Tom I  I  don't  know  any 
more  than  you  do.  I  was  as  much  surprised  as 
you  were  at  everything  but  one,  and  that  was  when 
she  lay  down.  I  didn't  tell  her  to  lie  down  till 
I  saw  she  was  going  to  do  it,  or  to  get  up  either, 
or  look  the  other  way,  and  if  you  can  eiq>lain  the 
incident,  you've  got  the  field  to  yourself." 

THE  MOOSE,  THE  BIGGEST  OF  AIL  DEER 

The  Moose  is  one  of  the  fine  animals  that  have 
responded  magnificently  to  protection  in  Canada, 
Maine,  Minnesota,  and  the  Yellowstone  Park.  For- 
merly they  were  very  scarce  m  Wyoming  and 
confined  to  the  southwest  comer  of  the  Reserve. 
But  all  they  needed  was  a  little  help;  and,  receiving 
it,  they  have  flourished  and  multiplied.  Their 
numbers  have  grown  by  natural  increase  from  about 
fifty  in  1897  to  some  five  hundred  and  fifty  to-day; 
and  they  have  spread  into  all  the  southern  half  of 
the  Park  wherever  they  find  surroundings  to  their 
taste;  that  is,  thick  tevd  woods  with  a  mixture  of 
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timber,  as  the  Moose  is  a  brush-eater,  and  does  not 
flourish  on  a  straight  diet  of  evergreen. 

The  first  Deer,  almost  the  only  one  I  ever  killed, 
was  a  Moose  and  that  was  far  back  in  the  days  of 
my  youth.  On  the  Yellowstone,  I  am  sorry  to 
say,  I  never  saw  one,  although  I  found  tracks  and 
signs  in  abundance  last  September  near  the  Lake. 

MY  partner's  moose-hunt 

Though  I  have  never  since  fired  at  a  Moose,  I 
was  implicated  in  the  killing  of  one  a  few  years  later. 

It  was  in  the  fall  of  the  year,  in  the  Hunting 
Moon,  I  was  in  the  Kippewa  Country  with  my 
partner  and  some  chosen  friends  on  a  camping 
trip.  Our  companions  were  keen  to  get  a  Moose; 
and  daily  all  hands  but  r  jelf  were  out  with  the 
expert  Moose  callers.  But  each  night  the  com)iany 
reassembled  around  the  campfire  only  to  exchange 
their  stories  of  failure. 

Moose  there  were  in  plenty,  and  good  guides, 
Indian,  halfbrccd  and  white,  but  luck  was  against 
them  all.  Without  being  a  very  expert  caller  I 
have  done  enough  of  it  to  know  the  game  and  to 
pass  for  a  "caller."  So  one  night  I  said  in  a  spirit 
of  half  jest:  "I'll  have  to  go  out  and  show  you  men 
how  to  call  a  Moose."  I  cut  a  good  piece  of 
birch-bark  and  fashioned  carefully  a  horn.  Dis- 
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daining  all  civilized  materials  as  "bad  medicine," 
I  stitched  the  edge  with  a  spruce  root  or  wattap, 
a.id  soldered  it  neatly  with  pine  gum  flowed  and 
smoothed  w'th  a  blazing  brand.  And  then  I 
added  the  finishing  touch,  a  touch  which  made  the 
Indian  and  the  half  breed  shake  their  heads  omi- 
nously; I  drew  two  "hoodoo  Moose"— that  is,  men 
with  Moose  heads  dancing  around  the  hom. 

THE   SIREN  CALL 

"You  put  that  on  before  you  catch  one  Moose, 
Moose  never  come,"  they  said. 

Still  I  put  them  on,  and  near  sundown  set  off 
in  a  canoe,  with  one  guide  as  paddler,  and  my 
partner  in  charge  of  the  only  gun.  In  half  an 
hour  we  reached  a  lonely  lake  surrounded  by 
swamps,  and  woods  of  mixed  timber.  The  sunset 
red  was  purpling  all  the  horizon  belt  of  pines,  and 
the  peace  of  the  still  hour  was  on  lake  and  swamp. 
With  some  little  sense  of  profanity  I  raised  the 
hoodoo  hom  to  my  mouth,  gave  one  or  two  high- 
pitched,  impatient  grunts,  then  poured  forth  the 
softly  rising,  long-drawn  love-call  of  a  cow  Moose, 
all  alone,  and  "Oh,  so  lonesome." 

The  guide  nodded  in  approval,  "That's  all 
right,"  then  I  took  out  my  watch  and  waited  for 
fifteen  minutes.  For,  strange  to  teU,  it  seems  to 
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repel  the  bull  Moos<^  u^A  n'^^mi  him  if  the  cow 
seems  over-eager,  i  jcre  is  u  ':a;  tain  etiquette 
to  be  observed;  it  is  a  ;;/  to  spoil  d  by  trying  to  go 
too  fast.  And  it  do  s  not  do  to  f_,uess  at  the  time; 
when  one  is  Mraiting  so  hard,  ihe  minute  is  like 
twenty. 

So  when  fifteen  minutes  really  had  gone,  I 
raised  the  magic  horn  again,  emitted  a  few  hank- 
ering whines,  then  broke  into  a  louder,  farther 
reaching  call  that  thrilled  up  echoes  from  across 
the  lake  and  seemed  to  fill  the  woods  for  miles 
around  with  its  mellifluous  pleading. 

Again  I  waited  and  gave  a  third  call  just  as  the 
sun  was  gone.  Then  we  strained  our  eyes  and 
watched  at  every  line  of  woods,  and  still  were 
watching  when  the  sound  of  a  falling  tree  was  heard 
far  o£f  on  a  hillside. 

Then  there  was  a  sort  of  after-clap  as  though  the 
tree  had  lodged  the  first  time,  and  hanging  half  a 
minute,  had  completed  its  fall  with  breaking  of 
many  branches,  and  a  muffled  crash.  We  gazed 
hard  that  way,  and  the  guide,  a  very  young  one, 
whispered,  "Bear!" 

There  was  silence,  then  a  stick  broke  nearer, 
and  a  deep,  slow  snort  was  heard ;  it  might  have  been 
the  "woof"  of  a  Bear,  but  I  'vas  in  doubt.  Then 
without  any  more  noises,  a  white  juray  of  shining 
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antler  tips  appeared  above  the  near  willows,  and 
swiftly,  silently,  there  glided  into  view  a  huge  bull 
Moose. 

"How  solid  and  beefy  he  looks!"  was  my  first 
thought.  He  "  woofed  "  again,  and  the  guide,  with 
an  eye  always  to  the  head,  whispered  to  my  partner: 
"Take  him !  he's  a  stunner. " 

Striding  on  he  came,  with  wonderful  directness, 
seeing  I  had  not  called  for  twenty  minutes,  and 
that  when  he  was  a  mile  or  more  away. 

As  he  approached  within  forty  yards,  the  guide 
whispered,  "Now  is  your  chance.  You'll  never 
get  a  better  one."  My  partner  whispered, 
"Steady  the  canoe."  I  drove  my  paddle  point 
into  the  sandy  bottom,  the  guide  did  the  same  at 
the  other  end,  and  she  arose  standing  in  the  canoe 
and  aimed.  Then  came  the  wicked  "  crack  "  of  the 
ride,  the  "pat"  of  the  bullet,  the  snort  and  whirl 
of  the  great,  gray,  looming  brute,  and  a  second  shot 
as  he  reached  the  willows,  only  to  go  down  with  a 
crash,  and  sob  his  life  out  on  the  ground  behind  the 
leafy  screen. 

It  all  seemed  so  natural,  so  exactly  according  to 
the  correct  rules  of  qwrting  books  and  tales,  and 
yet  so  unlovely. 

There  were  tears  m  the  eyes  of  the  fair  killer, 
and  heart  wrenches  were  hers,  as  the  great  sobs 
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grew  less  and  ceased;  and  a  different  sob  was  heard 
at  my  elbow,  as  we  stood  beside  the  biggest  Moose 
that  had  been  killed  there  in  j  ears.  It  was  tri- 
umph I  suppose;  it  is  a  proud  thing  to  act  a  lie  so 
cleverly;  the  Florentine  assassins  often  decoyed  and 
trapped  a  brave  man,  by  crying  like  a  woman. 
But  I  have  never  called  a  Moose  since,  and  that 
rifle  has  hung  unused  in  its  rack  from  that  to  the 
present  day. 

THE  BIGGEST  OF  OUR  GAME  —  THE  BUFFALO 

"Yes,  that's  a  bu£Falo-bird,"  said  the  old  Indian, 

pointing  to  some  black  birds,  with  gray  mates, 
that  flitted  or  ran  across  the  plain.  "Pretty  bad 
luck  when  the  Buffalo  gone.  Them  little  birds 
make  their  ne&t  in  a  Buffalo's  wool,  right  on  his 
head,  and  when  the  Buffalo  all  gone,  seem  like  the 
buffalo-bird  die  too;  'cause  what's  the  use,  no  got 
any  nest. " 

This  is  a  fragment  that  reached  me  long  ago  in 
Montana.  It  seemed  like  a  lusty  myth,  whose 
succulent  and  searching  roots  were  in  a  bottomless 
bog,  with  little  chance  of  sound  foundation.  But 
the  tale  bore  the  searchlight  better  than  I  thought. 
For  it  seems  that  the  buffalo-bird  followed  the 
Buffalo  everywhere,  and  was  fond  of  nesting,  not 
in  the  shaggy  mane  between  the  horns  of  the  ruling 
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monarch,  but  on  any  huge  head  it  might  find 
alter  the  bull  had  fallen,  and  the  skull,  with 
mane  attached,  lay  discarded  on  the  plain.  While 
always,  even  when  nesting  on  the  ground,  the 
wool  of  the  Buffalo  was  probr.bly  used  as  lining  of 
the  black-bird's  nest.  I  kn .  y  of  one  case  where  an 
attendant  bird  that  was  too  crippled  to  fly  when 
autumn  came,  wintered  in  the  mane  of  a  large 
Buffalo  bull.  It  gathered  seed  by  day,  when  the 
bull  pawed  up  the  snow,  and  roosted  at  night 
between  the  mighty  horns,  snuggling  in  the  wool, 
with  its  toes  held  warm  against  the  mmister's 
blood-hot  neck. 

In  most  of  the  Northwest  the  birds  have  found  a 
poor  substitute  for  the  Buffalo  in  the  range-cattle, 
but  oh!  how  they  must  miss  the  wool. 

THE  SHRUNKEN  SANGE 

It  is  not  generally  known  thai  the  American 

Buffalo  ranged  as  far  east  as  Syracuse,  Washington 
City,  and  Carolina,  that  they  populated  the  for- 
ests in  small  niunbers,  as  well  as  the  plains  in  great 
herds.  I  estimate  them  at  over  50,000,000  in  A.D. 
1500.  In  1895  they  were  down  to  800;  probably 
this  was  the  low-ebb  year.  Suice  then  they  have 
increased  under  judicious  protection,  and  now  reach 
about  3,000. 
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In  the  June  of  1897,  as  I  stood  on  a  hill  near 
Baronett's  Bridge,  overlooking  the  Yellowstone  just 
beyond  Yancey's,  with  an  old  timer,  Dave  Roberts, 
he  said:  " Twenty  years  ago,  when  I  first  saw 
this  valley,  it  was  black-speckled  with  Buffalo,  and 
every  valley  in  the  Park  was  the  same."  Now 
the  only  sign  of  the  species  was  a  couple  of  old 
skulls  crumbling  in  the  grass. 

In  1900  the  remnant  in  the  Park  had  fallen  to 
thirty,  and  their  extinction  seemed  certain.  But 
the  matter  was  taken  up  energetically  by  the 
officers  in  charge.  Protection,  formerly  a  legal 
fiction,  was  made  an  accomplished  fact.  The 
Buffalo  have  increased  ever  since,  and  to-day 
number  aoo,  with  the  possibility  of  some  strag- 
glers. 

We  need  not  dwell  on  the  story  of  the  extinction 
of  the  great  herds.  That  is  familiar  to  all,*  but  it  is 
well  to  remind  the  reader  that  it  was  inevitable. 
The  land  was,  or  would  be,  needed  for  himian 
settlement,  with  which  the  Buffalo  herds  were 
incompatible;  only  we  brought  it  on  forty  or  fifty 
years  before  it  was  necessary.  "  Could  we  not  save 
the  Buffalo  as  range  cattle?"  is  the  question  that 
most  ask.  The  answer  is :  It  has  been  tried  a  hun- 
dred times  and  all  attempts  have  been  eventually 

•am'Uk  mmriw  ol  Naftlm  Aidnub."  by  E.  T.  Sttsa. 
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frustrated  by  the  creature's  temper.  Buffalo, 
Sr  female,  are  always  more  or  less  dangerous; 
they  cannot  be  tamed  or  trusted.  They  are 
al^ys  subject  to  stampede,  and  once  started 
nothLg,  not  even  sure  destruction,  stops  them, 
90  in  spite  of  their  suitabiUty  to  the  dimate, 
their  hardihood,  their  deUcious  meat,  and  toeir 
valuable  robes,  the  attempts  at  domesUcating 
the  Buffalo  have  not  yet  been  made  a  success. 

A  small  herd  of  a  dozen  or  so  is  kept  m  a  fenced 
ranee  ear  the  Mammoth  Hot  Springs,  where  the 
traveller  should  not  faU  to  try  for  pictures,  and 
with  them  he  wiU  see  the  cowbircb,  Aat  m  sane 
^l^ons  replace  the  true  buffalo-birds.  Perched 
on  thdr  backs  or  heads  or  runnmg  around  them 
on  the  ground  are  these  cattle  birds  as  of  yore, 
like  boats  around  a  man-o'-war,or  sea-gulls  around 
a  whale;  Uving  thdr  Uves,  snapping  up  the  tor- 
menting flies,  and  getting  in  return  complete  pro- 
tection from  every  creature  big  enouj^  to  seein  a 
menace  in  the  eyes  of  the  old  time  King  of  the 
Plains. 

THE  DOOMED  ANTELOPE  AND  HIS  BEUOGKAFH 

The  Antelope,  or  Pronghom,  is  one  of  the  m<wt 
peculiar  animals  in  the  world.  It  is  the  only 
known  ruminant  that  has  hoUow  horns  on  a  bony 
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core  as  witli  cattle,  and  also  'las  them  branched 
and  shed  each  year  as  in  the  Deer. 

It  is  a  creature  of  strangely  mixed  characteristics, 
for  it  has  the  feet  of  a  GiralTe,  the  glands  of  a 
goat,  the  coat  of  a  Deer,  the  hums  of  an  ox  and 
Deer  combined,  the  eyes  of  a  Gazelle,  the  build 
of  an  Antelope,  and  —  the  speed  of  the  wind. 
It  is  the  swiftest  four-footed  creature  native  to  the 
plains,  and  so  far  as  known  there  is  nothing  but  a 
blooded  race  horse  that  can  outrun  it  on  a  mile. 

But  the  peculiarity  that  is  most  hkely  to  catch 
the  eye  of  the  traveller  is  the  white  disc  on  its 
rear. 

The  first  day  I  was  in  the  Yellowstone  I  was 

riding  along  the  upland  beyond  Blacktail  Crctk 
with  T.  E.  Hofer.  Miles  away  to  the  southeast 
we  saw  some  white  specks  showing,  flashing 
and  disappearing.  Then  as  far  to  the  north- 
easterly we  saw  others.  Hofer  now  remarked, 
"Two  bunches  of  Antelope."  Then  later  there 
were  flashes  between  and  we  knew  that  these  two 
bands  had  come  together.  How? 

When  you  have  a  chance  in  a  zoo  or  elsewhere  to 
watch  Antelope  at  short  range  you  will  see  the 
cause  of  these  flashes.  By  means  of  a  circular 
muscle  on  each  buttock  they  can  erect  the  white 
hair  of  the  rump  patch  into  a  large,  flat,  snow- 
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white  disc  which  shines  in  the  Sim,  and  ihowt 

afar  as  a  bright  wliite  spot. 

This  action  is  momentary  or  very  brief;  the 
spread  disc  goes  down  again  in  a  few  seconds.  He 
flash  is  usually  a  signal  of  danger,  although  it  an- 
swers equally  well  lor  a  recognition  mark. 

In  1897  the  Antelope  in  the  Park  were  estimated 
at  1,500.  Now  they  have  dwindled  to  about  one 
third  of  that,  and,  in  spite  of  good  protection,  con- 
tinue to  go  down.  They  do  not  flourish  when  con- 
fined even  in  a  large  area,  and  we  have  reason  to  fear 
that  one  of  the  obscure  inexorable  laws  of  nature 
is  working  now  to  shelve  the  Antelope  with  the 
creatures  that  have  passed  away.  A  small  band 
is  yet  to  be  seen  wintering  on  the  prairie  near 
Gardiner. 

THE  RESCUED  BIGHORN 

At  one  time  the  Bighorn  abounded  along  all 
the  rivers  where  there  was  rough  land  as  far  east 
as  the  western  edge  of  the  Dakotas,  westerly 
to  the  Cascades,  and  in  the  mountains  from  Mexico 
and  Southern  California  to  Alaska. 

In  one  form  or  another  the  Mountain  Sheep 
covered  this  large  region  and  it  is  safe  to  say  that 
in  the  United  States  aione  their  numbers  were 
millions.  But  the  dreadful  age  of  the  repeating 
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rifle  and  lawless  skin-..')'iter  came  on,  till  the 
end  of  the  last  century  saw  the  Bighorn  in  the 
United  States  reduced  to  a  few  hundreds;  thqr 
were  well  along  the  sunset  trail. 

But  the  \cw  York  Zoological  Society,  the  Camp 
Fire  Club,  and  other  societies  of  naturalists  and 
sportsmen,  bestirred  themselves  mightily.  They 
aroused  ull  thinkinj;  men  to  the  thrcateninj^  danger 
of  extinction;  good  laws  were  passed  and  then 
enforced.  The  danger  having  been  realized,  the 
calamity  was  averted,  and  now  the  Sheep  are  on 
the  increase  in  many  purls  of  the  West. 

During  the  epoch  of  remorseless  destruction  the 
few  survivors  were  the  wildest  of  wild  things;  they 
would  not  permit  the  approach  of  a  man  within 
a  mile.  But  our  new  way  of  looking  at  the  Bighorn 
has  taught  them  a  new  way  of  looking  at  us,  as 
every  traveller  in  Colorado  or  the  protected  parts 
of  Wyoming  will  testify. 

In  1897  I  spent  several  months  rambling  on  the 
upper  ranges  of  the  \  ellowstone  I'urk.  and  I  saw 
not  a  single  Sheep,  although  it  was  estimated  that 
there  were  nearly  a  hundred  of  the  scared  fugitives 
hiding  and  flying  among  the  rot  ks. 

In  191  j  it  was  believed  that  in  spite  of  poachers. 
Cougars,  snow  slides,  and  scab  contracted  frmn 
domettk  sheep,  the  Bi^m  in  the  YeUowstom  Park 
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had  increased  to  considerably  over  ,.  ,o  hundred, 
ami  the  traveller  can  find  them  with  fair  certainty 

if  he  will  devote  a  few  days  to  the  quest  around 
Mt.  Evarts,  Washburn,  or  the  well  known  ranges. 

In  September,  1912,  I  left  Gardiner  with  Tom 
Newcomb's  outfit  I  was  riding  at  the  end  of  the 
procession  watching  in  all  directions,  when  far 
up  on  the  slide  rock  I  caught  sight  of  a  Sheep. 
A  brief  climb  brought  me  within  plain  though  not 
near  view,  to  learn  that  there  were  half  a  doaen  at 
least,  and  I  took  a  few  shots  with  my  camera.  I 
think  there  were  many  more  hidden  in  the  tall 
sage  behind,  but  I  avoided  alarming  them,  so  did 
not  find  oaL 

There  were  neither  rams  nor  lambs  with  this 
herd  of  ewes.  The  rams  keep  their  own  company 
all  summer  and  live,  doubtless,  far  higher  in  the 
mountains. 

On  Mt.  Washburn  a  week  later  I  had  the  hck 
to  find  a  dozen  ewes  with  their  lambs;  but  the 
iky  was  dark  with  leaden  clouds  and  the  light  so 
poor  that  I  got  no  good  results. 

In  winter,  as  I  learn  from  Colonel  Brett,  the 
Sheep  are  found  in  small  bands  between  the 
llammoth  Hot  Springs  and  Gardiner,  for  there  is 
food  feed  there,  and  far  less  snow  than  in  the 
upper  ranges.  I  have  just  heard  that  this  winter 
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four  great  rams  are  seen  there  every  day  with 
about  forty  other  Sheep;  and  they  are  so  tame  that 

(me  can  get  pictures  within  ten  feet  if  desired. 
Alas!  that  I  have  to  be  so  far  away  with  such 
thrilling  opportunities  going  to  waste. 


V 

Bats  in  the 
Devil's  Kitdiea 
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Bats  In  the  Devil's  Kttdien 

IT  IS  unfortunate  that  the  average  person  has 
a  deq>  prejudice  against  the  Bat.  Without 
looking  or  thinking  for  himself,  he  accepts 
a  lot  of  absurd  tales  about  the  winged  one,  and 
passes  them  on  and  on,  never  caring  for  the  in- 
justice he  does  or  the  pleasure  he  loses.  I  have 
loved  the  Bat  ever  since  I  came  to  know  him; 
that  is,  all  my  mature  life.  He  is  the  climcz 
of  creation  in  many  things,  highly  developed  in 
brain,  marvellously  keen  in  senses,  clad  in  exqui- 
site fur  and  equipped,  above  all,  with  the  crown- 
ing glory  of  flight.  He  is  the  protot>'pe  and  the 
realization  of  the  Fairy  of  the  Wood  we  loved 
10  much  as  children,  and  so  hated  to  be  robbed 
of  by  grown-ups,  who  should  have  known 
better. 

I  would  give  a  good  deal  to  have  a  Bat  colony 
whae  I  cotthi  see  it  daily,  and  would  go  a  k»g 
way  to  meet  some  new  kind  of  Bat 


Bats  in  the  Deril's  Kitchen 

I  never  took  much  interest  in  caverns,  or  geysers, 
or  in  any  of  the  abominable  cavities  of  the  earth 
that  nature  so  plainly  meant  to  keep  hidden  from 
our  eyes.  I  shall  not  forget  the  unpleasant  sen- 
sations I  had  when  first,  in  1897.  I  visited  the 
Yellowstone  Wonderland  and  stood  gazing  at 
that  abominable  Mud  Geyser,  which  is  even  worse 
to-day.  The  entry  la  my  jwuoal  <^  the  time 
runs  thus: 

"The  Mud  Geyser  is  unlike  any  tiling  that  can 
be  seen  elsewhere.  One  hears  about  the  bowels 
of  the  earth;  this  surely  is  the  end  of  one  of 
them.  They  talk  of  the  mouth  of  hell;  this  is  the 
mouth  with  a  severe  fit  of  vomiting.  The  filthy 
muck  is  q)ewed  itom  an  unseen  gullet  at  one  side 
into  a  huge  upright  mouth  with  sounds  of  ooz- 
ing, retching  and  belching.  Then  as  quickly  re- 
swallowed  with  noises  expressive  of  loathing  on 
its  own  inrt,  while  noxious  steam  spreads  dis- 
gusting, unpleasant  odours  all  around.  The  whole 
process  is  quickly  repeated,  and  goes  on  and  on, 
and  has  gone  on  for  ages,  and  will  go.  And  yet 
cme  feels  that  this  b  merely  the  steam  vent  outside 
of  the  hu^e  factor>'  where  all  the  actual  work  is 
being  done.  One  docs  not  really  see  the  thing  at 
all,  but  only  stands  outside  the  building  where  it  is 
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going  on.  One  never  wishes  to  see  it  a  second  time. 
All  are  disgusted  by  it,  but  all  are  fascinated." 

No,  I  like  Ihem  not  I  have  a  natural  antipathy 
to  the  internal  arrangements  of  Mother  Earth. 
I  might  ahnost  say  a  delicacy  about  gazing  on 
such  exposure.  Anyhow,  we  shall  all  get  under- 
giuund  soon  mough;  and  I  usually  drop  off  when 
our  party  prepares  to  explore  dark,  horrible,  smelly 
underground  places  that  have  no  possible  claim 
(I  hold)  for  the  normal  being  of  healthy  instincts. 

But  near  the  Mammoth  Hot  Springs  is  a  hell- 
hole that  did  attract  me.  It  is  nothing  else  than 
the  stuffy,  blind  alley  known  as  the  Devil's  Kitchen. 
There  is  no  cooling  going  on  at  present,  probably 
because  it  is  noi  heated  up  enough,  but  Uiere  is  a 
peculiarly  hot,  close  feeling  suggestive  of  the 
Monkey  house  in  an  old-time  zoo.  I  went  down 
this,  not  that  I  was  interested  in  the  Satanic 
cuisine,  but  because  my  ancient  antipathy  was 
routed  by  my  later  predilection  —  I  was  told  that 
Bats  "occurred"  in  the  kitchen.  Sure  enough,  I 
found  them,  half  a  dozen,  so  far  as  one  could  teQ 
in  the  gloom,  and  thanks  to  the  Park  Superin- 
tendent, Colonel  L.  M.  Brett,  I  secured  a  specimen 
which,  to  my  great  surprise,  turned  out  to  be  the 
long-eared  Bat,  a  Southern  species  never  before 
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dbcoyewd  north  of  Colorado.  It  will  be  interest- 
ing to  know  whether  they  winter  here  or  go  south, 
as  do  many  of  their  kin.  They  would  have  to 
go  a  long  way  before  they  w<mld  find  another 
bedraom  so  warm  and  safe.  Even  if  they  go  as 
far  as  the  equator,  with  its  warmth  and  its  pests, 
they  would  probably  have  reason  to  believe  that 
the  happiest  nights  d  their  ttvet  wm  tbote  tptnt 
intheDevfl'tXitdMB. 
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The  Wcll-meaiung  Skunk 

In.W'F.  a    rofound  aumiration  for  the  Skunk. 
IiidecU,  1  unce  maintained  that  this  animal 
the  pn^r  emblem  oi  Aneikft.    It  h, 
fim  (    .!     peculiar  to  this  continent.   It  has 
St  irs  oi,  Is  head  and  stripes  on  its  body.   It  is  an 
ileal  c  i/ten;  minds  its  own  business,  tiarms  no 
one,  and  is  habitually  indfeiuivc,  as  kmg  as  it 
»  left  ;»!!)n(    but  it  will  face  any  one  or  any 
nnmb<  r  v     i  arouseti.    It  has  a  wonderful  nat- 
u!     abii^  y  to  take  the  otTensive;  and  no  man 
wer  yet  came  to  grips  with  a  Skvaak  without 
iii^  sadly  sorry  for  it  afterward. 
Nevertheless,  in  spite  of  all  this,  and  the  fact 
that  several  other  countries  have  prior  claims 
on  the  Eagle,  I  could  not  lecure,  Ua  my  view, 
suffideat  popuhur  supfKurt  to  chanfe  the  Bstirasl 
emblem. 

From  Atlantic  to  i'aciijc  aud  from  Mexico  far 
north  into  the  wilds  ol  Canada  the  Skunk  is  found, 
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Vftiying  with  cUmate  in  ttise  and  colour  indeed,  but 
everywhere  the  saue  in  character  and  in  mode  of 

defcnst'. 

It  abounds  in  the  broken  country  that  lies  be 
tween  forest  and  prairie,  but  seems  to  nvaid  the 
thicker  woods  as  well  as  the  higher  pealu. 

In  Yellowstone  I'ark  it  is  not  rommon.  Imt  in 
iound  occasionally  about  Mammoth  Hot  Springs 
and  Yancey's,  at  which  hitter  pUce  I  had  much 
pleasant  acquaintance  with  fts  kind. 

HtS  SMELL-GITN 

Every  one  knows  that  the  animal  can  make  a 
horrible  unell  in  defending  itself,  but  most  persons 

do  not  realize  v  hat  the  smell  is,  or  how  it  is  made. 
First  of  all,  and  this  should  Ik;  in  capitals,  it  has 
nothing  at  all  to  do  with  tl.  kidneys  or  with  the 
sex  organs.  It  is  simply  a  highly  spedaUied  musk 
scrretcilbyagland.orrather.apairof  them,  -cated 
under  the  tail.  It  is  used  for  defense  when  the 
Skunk  b  in  peril  of  his  life,  or  thinks  he  is.  But 
a  Skunk  may  pass  his  iHiofe  life  without  using  it 

He  can  throw  it  to  a  distance  of  seven  to  ten  feet 
according  to  his  power  or  the  wind.  II  it  reaches 
the  eyes  of  his  assailant  it  blinds  him  temporarily. 
If  it  enters  his  mouth  it  sets  up  a  frightful  nausea. 
If  the  vapour  ftts  into  his  lungs,  it  chokM  as  wdl  as 
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nau^tes.  Thrrc  are  cases  on  record  oi  men  and 
dc^s  being  permr.nently  blinded  by  this  cwful 
vpny.  And  tiiece  is  one  cast  oi  a  boy  bdag  IdUtd 

by  it. 

Most  Americans  know  somewhat  of  its  terrors, 
but  few  of  them  rcuii/c  the  harralessneu  of  the 
Skunk  when  iet  akme.  In  remote  plaoes  I  fad 
men  ^f^ho  still  think  that  this  creature  goes  about 
shooting  as  wildly  and  wantonly  as  any  dninkoi 
cowboy. 

THE  CRUELTY  OF  STEEL  TKAP8 

A  few  days  ago  while  walking  with  a  friend  In 
the  woods  we  came  on  a  Skunk.  My  companion 
shouted  to  the  dog  and  captured  him  to  savt  Mm 
from  a  possible  disaster,  then  called  to  me  to  keep 
back  and  let  the  Skunk  run  away.  Rut  the  fear- 
less one  in  sable  and  ermine  did  not  run,  and  I  did 
not  keep  back,  but  I  walked  up  very  gently.  The 
Skunk  stootl  his  ground  and  raised  his  tail  high 
over  his  back,  the  sign  of  fight.  I  talked  to  him, 
itill  drawing  nearer;  then,  when  ooly  tea  feet  away, 
was  mfpiind  to  tie  that  CM  of  hla  iMt  wia  ia  a 
trap  and  terribly  mangled. 

I  stooped  down,  saying  many  pleasant  things 
about  my  friendUncw,  etc.  The  Skunk's  tail 
alowfy  hnPiiHl  lad  I  cama  dnaar  up.  9IHI,  I  ^d 
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not  care  to  handle  the  wild  and  tormented  thing  on 
such  short  acquaintance,  so  I  got  a  small  barrel  and 
quietly  placed  it  over  him,  then  removed  the  tnp 
and  brought  him  home,  where  he  is  now  living  in 
peace  and  comfort. 

I  mention  this  to  show  how  gentle  and  judicious 
a  creature  the  Skunk  is  when  gently  and  judiciously 
approached.  It  is  a  sid  conimentar)-  on  our  mcxics 
of  dealing  with  wild  life  when  I  add  that  as  after- 
ward appeared  this  Skunk  had  been  struggling  in 
the  tortures  ol  that  tn^  for  three  days  and  three 
nights. 

fUBNOUNESS  or  THE  SKUNK 

These  remarks  arc  preliminary  to  an  account  of 
my  adventures  with  a  family  of  Skunks  in  the  Park. 
During  the  summer  1  spent  in  the  little  shanty 
still  to  be  seen  op)x)site  Yancey's,  I  lost  no  oppor- 
tunity of  making  animal  investigations.  One  of 
my  methods  nas  to  sweep  the  dust  on  the  trail  and 
about  the  cabin  quite  smooth  at  night  so  that  any 
creature  passing  should  leave  me  his  tracks  and  I 
should  be  sure  that  they  were  recent. 

One  morning  on  going  out  I  found  the  fresh 
tracks  of  a  Skunk.  Next  night  these  were  seen 
again,  in  fact,  there  were  two  sets  of  them.  A  day 
or  so  later  the  cook  at  the  nearby  ktg  hotd  an- 
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nounced  that  a  couple  of  Skunks  came  every  even- 
in>r  to  I'lcd  at  the  },'arl)a)jL'  buckt-t  outside  the 
kitchen  tloor.  1  hat  night  I  was  watching  for  them. 
About  dusk  one  can  e,  walking  along  sedately  with 
his  tail  at  half  mast.  The  house  dog  and  the  house 
cat  iMith  were  at  the  door  a<  the  Skunk  arrive<i. 
'ihcy  glanced  at  the  newcomer;  then  the  cat  tiis- 
creetly  went  indoors  and  the  dog  nunbled  in  his 
(lust,  but  discreetly  he  walktd  away,  very  stifHy, 
and  l(xjked  at  the  distant  landscape,  with  his  hair 
on  his  back  still  bristling.  'J  he  Skunk  waddled  up 
to  the  garbage  pail,  climbed  in,  though  I  was  but 
ten  feet  away,  and  began  his  evening  meal. 

Another  came  later.  Their  tails  were  spread 
and  at  each  sharp  noise  rose  a  little  higher,  but  no 
one  offered  than  harm,  and  they  went  their  way 
when  they  were  filled. 

After  this  it  was  a  regular  thing  lo  go  out  and  see 
the  Skunks  feed  when  evening  came. 

PIIOTOGK.VPHING  .SKU.VKS  AT  SHORT  RANGE 

I  was  anxious  to  get  a  picture  or  two.  but  was  pre- 
vented by  the  poor  light;  in  fact,  it  was  but  half 
U^t,  and  in  those  day  we  had  no  brilliant  flash 
powders.  So  there  was  but  one  thing  to  that 
was  trap  my  intended  sitters. 

Next  night  I  was  ready  for  them  with  an  ordinary 
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box  trap,  and  even  before  the  appointed  time  we 
saw  a  tine  study  in  black  and  white  come  marching 
around  the  cow  staUe  with  banner-taO  abft,  and 
across  the  grass  toward  the  kitchen.   The  box  trap 
was  all  ready  and  we  —  two  women  including  my 
wife,  and  hall  a  dozen  men  of  the  mountaineer  t>  [)e 
—  were  watching.  The  cat  and  the  dog  moved 
sullenly  aside    The  Skunk,  with  the  calm  confi- 
dence of  one  accustomed  to  resiwct,  snilTed  his  way 
to  the  box  trap  with  its  tempting  odorous  bait. 
A  Mink  or  a  Marten,  not  to  say  a  Fox,  would  have 
investigated  a  little  before  entering.   The  Skunk 
indulged  in  no  such  waste  of  time.   What  had  he 
to  fear  —  he  the  little  lord  of  all  things  with  the 
power  of  smell?  He  went  in  like  (me  goiag  home, 
seized  the  bait,  and  down  went  the  door.  The 
uninitiated  onlookers  exi)ccttxl  an  explosion  from 
the  Skunk,  but  I  knew  quite  well  be  never  wasted 
a  shot,  and  did  not  hesitate  to  approach  and  make 
all  safe.   Nov*  I  wanted  to  move  the  box  with  its 
captive  to  my  photographic  studio,  but  could  not 
carry  it  ak»e,  so  I  asked  the  mountaineers  to  come 
•ad  hdp.  Had  I  asked  them  to  Join  me  fa  kill- 
ing a  man,  shooting  up  the  town,  or  otherwise 
taking  their  lives  in  their  hands,  I  would  doubt- 
felt  have  had  hall  a  doieii  cheerful  volunteers; 
but  to  cany  a  bos  fa  which  was  a  wikl  Skunk— 
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XMii  I  Ih  (Ii.t|ittrs  (ii  ihi-  Hulnai  >  iiiiiiri-.  (a)  The 
HoImuI  a|,|H'ar.  im  iht-  miiu-;  (  ,)  "Ha.  In-  sav.  "A  mial  lt»r  me."  "Be- 
wart-,"  say*  the  Skunk;  (c  )  "\<i!  I  hen  take  thai,"  savs  the  Skunk; 
(.1)  •  Ow-w-ow-w";  (e)  "I  tuki  >«iu  so";  (0  "How  itleaaant  »  a  peace- 
tul  nu-al" 
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"not  for  a  hundrcil  dollars,"  and  ti»  wankin 

melted  into  the  background. 

Then  I  said  to  my  wile,  "Haven't  yeu  got  nerve 
enough  to  help  with  thb  box?  I'll  guarantee  that 
nothing  will  happen."  So  she  came  and  we  took 
the  box  to  my  prepared  enclosure,  where  next 
day  I  photographed  him  to  my  heart'a  oontcnt. 
Morr  than  once  as  I  worked  around  at  a  distance 
of  six  or  eight  feet,  the  Skunk's  tail  flew  up,  but 
I  kept  perfectly  stili  then;  talked  softly,  apologizing 
and  explaining:  "Now  don't  shoot  at  me.  We 
are  to  be  good  friends.  I  wouldn't  hurt  you  for 
anything.  Now  do  drop  that  fighting  flag,  if  yoa 
please,  and  be  good." 

Gradually  the  tail  went  down  and  the  captive 
fcMked  at  me  in  mere  curkwity  as  I  got  my  pictuwa. 

I  let  him  go  by  simply  removing  the  wire  netting 
of  the  fence,  whereupon  he  waddled  off  under  the 
cabin  that  I  called  home." 

WE  SHARE  THE  SHANTY  IMTH  THE  SKUNKS 

The  next  night  as  I  lay  in  my  bunk  I  heard  a 
sniffing  and  scratching  on  the  caWn  floor.  On 
looking  over  the  edge  of  the  bed  I  came  face  to 
face  with  my  friend  the  Skunk.  Our  noses  were 
but  a  foot  apart  and  just  behind  him  was  another; 
I  suppose  his  mate.  I  sakl:  "HeDol  Here  you 
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trc  again.  I'm  gUd  to  »ce  you.  Who's  your 
friend^  "  He  dW  not  tell  me,  neither  did  he  Mem 

offindcd.  1  supfMisf  it  was  his  matr.  That  was 
the  beginning  of  his  n-sidt  rur  uiulcr  thr  lUnir  of 
my  cabin.  My  wife  and  1  got  v  cry  well  acquainted 
with  him  and  his  wife  before  the  summer  wm  over. 
For  though  wc  had  the  cabin  by  day,  the  Skunks 
had  it  by  night.  \\  v  always  left  them  some  scraps, 
mnd  regularly  at  dusk  they  canie  up  to  get  them. 
They  cleaneil  up  our  garba|i!e,  so  helped  to  rid  us 
of  flics  and  mice.  W  e  w.  re  careful  to  av.nd  hurting 
or  scaring  our  nightly  visitors,  ^o  the  summer 
passed  without  offense.  VVc  formed  only  the 
kindest  feelings  toward  each  other,  and  we  left 
them  in  iwsscssion  of  the  cabin,  where,  so  far  as 
I  know,  they  arc  living  yet,  if  you  wish  to  call 

THE  SKUNK  AXD  THE  UNWISB  B<»CAT 

As  already  not.  !.  I  swept  the  dust  smooth 
around ^our  shanty  each  night  to  make  a  s„rt  of 
visitors'  boc*.  Then  each  morning  I  could  go 
oi  t  and  by  study  of  the  tracks  get  an  exact  idea 
uf  who  ha<l  (  ailed.  Of  .ot  se  there  were  many 
blank  nights;  on  others  the  happenings  were 
trifling,  but  some  were  full  of  int.  rest.  In  this 
way  I  Icarnetl  of  the  C  oyote's  visits  to  the  garbage 
pail  and  of  the  Skunk  establishment  under  the 
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house,  and  other  interesting  facts  as  in  the  diagram. 
I  have  always  used  this  method  of  study  in  my 
mounuia  tr^  and  racall  a  most  interctting  record 
that  rewarded  my  patience  Mme  twenty  yean 
ago  when  I  lived  in  New  Mexico. 

During  the  night  I  had  been  aroused  by  a  fright- 
ful smell  of  Skunk,  foUowed  by  strange  muffled 
sounds  that  died  away.    So  forth  I  went  at  sun- 
rise and  found  the  odour  of  Skunk  no  dream  but 
a  item  reality.  Then  a  consulution  of  njy  dust 
album  revealed  an  inscription  which  after  a  little 
condensing  and   clearing   up   appeared  much 
as  in  Plate  XXII.    At  A  a  Skunk  had  come  on 
the  scene,  at  B  he  was  wandering  about  when  a 
hungry  WiW  Cat  or  Bobcat  Lynx  appeared.  C. 
N'.iinK  the  promise  of  something  to  kill  for  food, 
he  came  on  at  D.   The  Skunk  observing  the 
intruder  said,  "You  better  let  me  alone."  And 
not  wishing  to  make  trouble  moved  oB  toward  E. 
But  the  Bobcat,  evidently  young  and  inexpe- 
rienced, gave  chase.    At  V  the  Skunk  whceletl 
•bout,  remarking,  "Well,  if  you  will  have  it,  here 
goes!"  At  G  the  Lynx  waa  kit.  Thetremendous 
bound  from  G  to  H  shows  the  eflfect.    At  J  he 
bumped  into  a  stone,  showing  probably  that  he 
waa  blinded,  after  which  he  went  bouncing  and 
bounding  away.  The  Skunk  meiely  said,  **I 
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told  you  toV  then  calmly  resumed  the  even  tenor 
jf  his  wny.  At  K  he  foand  the  renudnt  of  n 
chit  ken,  on  which  be  feutcd,  then  Mt  quietly 

home  to  bed. 

This  la  my  rcadhig  of  the  trucks  in  the  dust. 
The  eviMenrc  was  so  clear  that  I  have  sketched 
here  from  imaf,Mnat'nn  the  succefsioQ  oi  event! 

which  it  .scHrmed  to  ,  .irratc. 

MY  t'ET  SKUNKS 

It  would  n  .t  ),<•  »loinK  jusV  v  to  the  Skunk  if 
I  did  not  add  a  word  about  certain  oi  the  l^tpd  that 
I  have  at  home. 

For  any  years  I  have  kept  at  least  one  pet 
Skunk.  Ju^t  now  I  havt- alMuit  sixty.  Ikeenthem 
close  lt»  the  house  anii  would  let  them  run  Uwse  in 
doors  but  foi  the  possibility  of  some  iool  dog  or 
c^t  coming  around,  and  provoking  the  exemplary 
little  brutes  ifito  a  ixrrfectly  iuhtiliahle  endeavour 
ti>  'k'fcnd  themselves  ai,  - -x  . taught  them. 
But  for  this  I  should  have  n  .  Not  only  do 
I  handle  them  myself,  but  '  w  ;  Uuced  many 
of  my  wild-eyed  visitors  to  .  .i  necessary 

part  of  their  edu.  ation.  For  icw  indeed  there  are 
hi  the  land  to-day  that  realise  the  gentleness  and 
forbearance  of  this  riglucous  little  brother  of 
ours,  who,  though  armed  with  a  weapon  that  will 
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put  the  biggest  nnd  boldest  to  flight  or  disastrous 
defeat,  yet  refrains  from  using  it  until  in  alMolute 
peril  of  his  life,  and  then  only  after  atvtral  mus- 
ings. 

By  way  of  roumling  out  this  statement,  I  pre- 
sent a  picture  c  my  little  daughti>r  playing  among 
the  Skunks,  an'!  need  add  only  that  they  atv  fuU- 
^'rown  s|>ccimen3  in  full  pnescnioii  of  all  thdr 
iuculues.  Plate  XXiV. 
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OW  Silver>sfrizik — The  Badger 

AliRII.LIAX  r  now-^Tviper  man  once  gave 
vast  publiiiiy  to  Uio  story  that  at  last  a 
Uie  Iwd  been  found  for  the  Badger,  with 
his  mania  for  digginK  holes  in  fhe  ground.  By 
kindness  and  care  and  the  help  of  an  attached 
little  steam-gauge  speedometer  plumb  cumiMiM, 
that  gave  accurate  aim,  improved  perpen- 
dicularity, and  increased  effidem  y  to  (he  otTorta 
of  the  strenuous  exravator.  he  had  ht.n  ahle 
tu  pr.xlutc  a  dirigible  Uadger  that  was  mt- 
tain  to  displace  all  other  machinery  for  digging 
potthdet. 

Unfortunately  I  was  In  a  position  to  disprove 
tluH  pretty  conceit.  But  1  think  of  it  e\'er\-  time  I 
put  nay  foot  in  a  Badger  hole.  Such  lovely  holes, 

•^n  plentiful,  so  worse  than  useless  where  the  Bad- 
ger !:as  thoi'.i-!itles>!y  l  icated  them.  If  o!i!\  wc 
luuid  Jufiios  ajkd  direct  sutb  excavatury  cncr 
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This,  Indeed,  is  the  only  quarrel  civilized  man 
can  pick  with  the  honest  Badger.  He  uM  dig 
hoki  tkU  mduitu  hont's  kgt  and  rider't  necks. 

Bm  nay  dtttaoy  Gophers,  Ground-squirrels,  Prai- 
rie-dogs, insects,  and  a  hundred  enemies  of  the 
(arm  i  he  may  help  the  crops  in  a  thousand  different 
^BHKj^^^  ^9t^     ^/fi^^  ^a^^  ^^^tt^if  ^^h^jp  ^^t^9  jp^^ 

wanttd,  and  this  indiscretion  has  made  many 
enemies  for  the  kindest  and  iturdiett  of  all  the 
squatters  on  the  plains. 

THE  VALIANT,  HARMLESS  BADGES 

From  the  Saskatchewan  to  Mexico  he  ranges, 
and  from  IlUnois  to  California,  wherever  there  are 
dry,  open  plains  supf^ied  with  Gfomid-squirr^ 

and  water. 

Many  times,  in  crossing  the  rolling  plains  of 
Montana,  the  uplands  of  Arisona  and  New  Mexico, 
or  the  praiiies  of  Manitoba,  I  have  met  with 
Mittenusk,  as  the  redmen  call  Lim.  Like  a  big 
white  ktone  perched  on  some  low  mound  he  seems. 
But  the  wind  makes  cracks  b  it  at  places,  and 
tkett  it  moves  —  giving  plsJn  announcement  to 
the  world  with  eyes  to  s«  lhat  this  is  a  Bad^fr 
sunning  himself.  He  seldom  allows  a  near  ap» 
pnMch,  even  ia  the  Ydtowttom,  whne  he  it 
Mfe,  sad  it  pretty  tore  to  drap  down  out  of  ilgbt 
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in  his  den  long  before  one  gets  within  camera  range. 
The  Badger  is  such  a  subterranean,  nocturnal 
creftture  at  most  tteies  that  iot  long  his  home  Me 
escaped  our  observation,  but  at  hi^t  a  few  para- 
graphs, if  not  a  chapter  of  it,  have  been  Stccured, 
and  we  find  that  this  shy  creature,  in  ill  odour  among 
cattlemen  as  noted,  is  a  rare  and  lovely  character 
when  permittetl  to  unbend  in  a  conpcnial  group. 
Sturdy,  strong  and  dogged,  and  brave  to  the  last 
ditch,  the  more  we  know  of  the  Badger  the  more 
we  respect  him. 

Let  us  pass  li);htly  over  the  facts  that  in  makeup 
he  Is  between  a  Bear  and  a  \\  ca;,cl,  and  that  he 
wei|^  about  twenty  pounds,  ami  has  &  soft 
cuat  of  silvery  gny  awl  sone  labd  marks  of  Uack 
on  his  head. 

lie  feeds  chiefly  on  Ground-squirrels,  which 
be  digs  out,  but  does  not  scorn  birds'  egrs,  or 
even  fruit  and  grain  at  times.  Except  for  an 
ociasinna!  sun-bath,  he  sjwnds  the  day  in  his  den 
and  tras  -  b  about  mostly  by  night.  He  minds  bis 
own  busineM,  if  let  alone,  but  woe  be  to  tb«*  crea- 
ture <  the  plains  that  tries  to  molest  him,  for  he 
has  the  heart  of  a  bulldog,  the  claws  of  a  Uxiasly, 
and  the  jaws  of  a  small  crocodile* 

I  shall  never  foiiet  my  first  mwdng  with  Old 
SUver-grliile.  It  was  os  tlM  plates  «f  dw  Souiiib 
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in  i88a.  I  saw  this  broad,  low,  whitish  creature 
on  the  pniiie,  not  far  from  tht  tfaU,  aiMl,  faapelled 

by  the  hunter  instinct  so  strong  in  all  boys,  I 
ran  toward  him.  He  dived  into  a  den,  but  the  one 
he  chose  proved  to  be  barely  three  feet  deep,  and  I 
succeeded  in  seising  the  Badger's  short  tUck  tail. 
Gripping  it  firmly  with  both  hands,  T  pulled  and 
pulled,  but  he  was  stronger  than  I.  lie  braced 
himself  against  the  sides  of  the  den  and  detied  me. 
With  anything  like  fair  play,  he  would  have 
eicaped,  but  I  had  accomplices,  and  the  details 
oi  idiat  followed  are  net  pleasant  reminiscences. 
But  I  was  very  young  at  the  time,  and  that  was 
Txy  first  Badger.  I  wanted  his  sk-n,  and  I  had 
not  learned  to  fnpKt  his  eiemplary  life  and  daunt- 
lesii  spirit. 

In  the  summer  of  1897 1  was  staying  at  Yancey's 
in  the  Park.  Daily  I  saw  signs  of  Badgm  about, 
ami  one  morning  while  prowling,  camera  in  han<l, 
I  saw  old  Gray-coat  wandering  on  the  prairie, 
kxdung  for  froh  Ground-squirrd  hsAn,  Keep- 
ing low,  I  tan  toward  Um.  He  sora  soised  mt, 
and  to  my  Sur|)r'ic  came  rushing  toward  me,  ut- 
tering shaq)  snarls.  This  one  was  behaving  dif- 
(«oitly  fnnn  any  Badgnr  I  had  seen  before,  but 
evidently  he  wa  going  to  give  me  a  chance  for  a 
picture.  After  that  was  taken,  doubtless  I  could 
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save  myself  by  running.  We  were  within  thirty 
yards  of  each  other  and  both  coming  strong,  when 
"cruh"  I  wmt  into  a  Badgw  hole  /  bad  BoC  MtB, 
just  as  he  went  "  thump"  down  tail  first  into  a  hole 
he  had  not  seen.  For  a  moment  we  both  looked 
very  foolish,  but  he  recovered  hrst,  and  rushing  a 
few  vtrda  aeerer,  frfunfed  into  a  deep  and  wide 
den  toward  whidi  he  evidently  had  bMii  heidim 
from  the  first. 

nS  SOnABLB  BtMT 

The  strongest  peculiar  irdt  of  the  Badger  is 
perhaps  his  soriability  —  sorlabilit}-  being,  of 
course,  a  very  dite.snt  sicj,  from  grcgariousneia. 
UraaUy  theie  are  two  B»  .^«ra  in  eadi  den.  N<Mlifag 
peculiar  about  thai,  buL  there  are  several  cases 
on  record  of  a  Badger,  presumably  a  bachelor 
or  a  widower,  sharing  his  life  with  9ame  totally 
iiniff— ft  taiiBaL  In  mom  tnf»*«*^  that  other 
anfar  J  hat  been  a  Coyote;  and  the  friendship 
really  had  ita  fouadation  in  eunity  and  intended 
robbery. 

Tliit  is  the  probable  Uitozy  of  a  typical  caee: 
The  Badger,  being  a  mighty  miner  and  very  able 
to  dig  out  the  Ground-squinds  of  the  prairie,  waa 
followed  about  by  a  Coyote,  whose  speed  tad 
^fiSty  lapt  hin  sile  fton  the  IMfR^  Jm*>» 
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y,  h\\c  ho  hovcm!  close  by,  knowing  quite  weU  that 
when  the  iiadgcr  was  out  the  Ground- 

aquirrdt  at  their  front  door,  these  rodmtt  ipore 
very  apt  to  bolt  by  the  back  door,  and  thus  give 
the  Coyote  an  excvllcnt  ( h;uv  c  for  a  cheap  dinner. 

So  the  Coyote  ucquired  the  habit  of  following  the 
hard-working  Badger.  At  fint,  no  doubt,  the  latter 
resented  the  para.>iite  that  dof?ged  his  steps,  but 
becoming  used  to  it  "hrst  endured,  then  pitied, 
then  embraced  ",  or.  to  put  it  more  mildly,  he  got 
accustomed  to  the  Coyote's  presence,  and  being 
of  a  kindly  disposition,  forgot  his  enmity  and 
thenceforth  they  contentedly  lived  their  lives  to- 
gether. I  do  not  know  that  they  inhabited  the  same 
den.  Vet  that  wtmld  not  be  impoiyble,  tian 
similar  things  are  npotted  of  the  BiftUi  Bad^ 
and  the  Fox. 

More  than  one  observer  has  seen  a  Badger  and  a 
Coyote  travelling  together,  sometimes  om  teadiaib 
icanctimes  the  other.  Evidently  it  was  a  partner- 
ship founded  on  good-will,  however  it  may  hav8 
beoB  begun. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  KIN'DLV  BADGER 

But  the  most  interesting  ca.se,  and  one  which  I 
might  hesitate  to  reproduce  but  for  the  witnesses, 
reached  me  at  Vl^nn^pq;. 
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In  1871  there  was  a  family  named  Service  living 
at  Bird's  Hill,  on  the  prairie  north  of  Winnipeg. 
They  had  one  child,  a  seven-year-old  boy  named 
Buty.  He  wm  1  itrange  child,  very  small  for  hit 
age,  and  shy  without  being  cowardly.  He  had  an 
odd  habit  of  following  tlogs,  chick«  ns,  pigs,  and 
birds,  imitating  their  voices  and  actions,  with  an 
onctacM  that  onkxAers  tmnetiiiMs  dechued  to  be 
uncanny.  One  day  he  had  gone  quietly  after  a 
Prairie  Chicken  that  kept  monng  away  from  him 
without  taking  flight,  clucking  when  she  clucked, 
and  nodding  Ms  bead  or  shaking  hik  "wings"  when 
tkit^A.  So  he  wandered  on  and  on,  til!  the  house 
was  hidden  from  view  behind  the  trees  that  fringed 
the  river,  and  the  child  was  completely  loit. 

There  was  nothing  remarkable  in  his  bdng  away 
for  several  hours,  but  a  heu\'y  thunderstorm  coming 
up  that  afternoon  called  attention  ?o  the  fact  that 
the  boy  was  misidng,  and  when  the  lirst  casual 
fbnce  did  not  discover  him  it  became  serious  and 
a  earful  scan  h  was  l>cgun. 

Father  and  mother,  with  the  near  neighbours, 
scoured  the  prairie  till  dark,  a  id  began  the  next  day 
at  dawn,  rfakng  in  all  directim»,  calHi^.  and  kM»k- 
ing  for  signs.  After  a  day  or  two  the  neighbours 
gave  it  uj>,  believing  that  the  child  was  drowned 
and  carried  away  by  the  river.  But  the  parents 
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ctintinutd  their  starch  even  long  after  all  hope 
seemed  dead.  And  there  was  no  hour  of  the  day 
when  that  stricken  mother  did  not  send  up  a  prayer 
for  heavtnl)'  hilu;  nor  any  night  when  she  did  not 
kneel  with  her  husband  and  implore  the  One  who 
lovpt!  and  blessed  the  babes  of  Jerusalem  to  guard 
her  little  one  and  bring  him  back  in  safety. 

T":  EVIL  OVE 

Tlit;rc  was  one  neighbour  of  the  family  who 
joined  in  the  search  that  bad  nevertheless  iucurrcd 
the  bitter  dislike  of  little  Harry  Service.  The 
feeling  was  partly  a  mere  baby  instinct,  but  point- 
edly because  of  tl»e  man's  vicious  cruelty  to  the 
animals,  wild  or  tame,  that  came  within  hk  power. 
Only  ii  week  before  he  had  set  steel  trapa  at  a  den 
w  here  he  ( hanccd  to  lind  u  jKiir  of  Badgers  in  resi- 
dence.  The  first  night  he  captured  the  father 
Badger.   The  cruel  jaws  of  the  jag  tout  bed  trap  had 
seized  him  by  both  paws,  so  he  was  heki  helpless. 
The  trap  was  chaniiH-d  and  wet  with  blood  and 
froth  V  hen  Grogan  came  in  the  morning.   Of  w  hat 
uw       courage  and  strength  when  one  cannot 
reach  the  foe?   The  Hadger  « >    <  d  only  a  fair 
light,  but  (irogan  stood  out  uf  ,.  ach  and  used  a 
club  till  the  light  was  gone  from  the  brave  eyes  and 
the  fighting  snarl  was  »till. 
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The  trap  WM  r«et  fa  the  MiKl  and  Gmgun  went. 
He  ear  ned  the  d.  ad  Badger  lo  the  S«  r\  ice  house  to 
show  his  prue  and  get  h-A,,  to  sLi/i  it,  after  which 
he  tet  ob  im  the  t*  wu  .lao  » crured  the  skin 
for  what  evil  fachilgenee  it  niight  command,  and 
thought  no  more  of  the  -  •  -ip  Inr  three  days.  Mean- 
while the  mother  Bac»^     (r-niiuK'  hciie  at  (l:.wn, 
was  caught  by  oue  fool    i»irai«  us  she  mighi  that 
deadly  grip  still  held  her,  all  ti.;a  ;iight  and  all  the 
next  day  .^hc-  sj niggled.   She  had  Jitth   <.cs  tocaw 
lor.    Iheir  hi'ngiy  cries  from  down  the  burrow 
wwe  driviiig  her  almost         but  the  trap  was 
of  strong  steel,  beyond  her  strength,  and  at  last  the 
crying  of  t'lc  little  ones  in  the  d«'n  grew  still.  On 
the  bc'.o'ij  day  o;  her  torture  the  mother,  in  des- 
peration, chewed  off  one  of  her  tucs  and  dragged 
her  bleeding  foot  from  the  trap. 

Down  the  burrow  she  went  first,  but  it  was  too 
hitr,  her  babies  were  dead.  She  buried  them 
where  they  hiy  and  hastened  from  that  evil  spot. 

Water  was  her  first  need,  next  food,  and  then  at 
evening  she  made  for  an  old  den  she  had  uaed  tht 
fall  before. 


THE  BADGER  'IlIAT  U8CUE0  IRE  BOY 

And  little  Karrv.  ;:icanwhilc,  where  was  he? 
That  sunny  afternoon  in  June  he  had  wandered 
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away  from  the  house,  and  losing  sight  of  the  famil- 
iar building  behind  the  long  fringe  of  trees  by  the 
river,  he  had  lost  his  bearings.   Then  came  the 
thunder  shower  which  made  him  seek  for  shelter. 
There  was  nothing  about  him  but  level  prairie,  and 
the  only  shelter  he  could  find  was  a  Badger  hole, 
none  too  wide  even  for  his  small  form.    Into  this  he 
had  backed  and  stayed  with  some  comfort  during 
the  thunderstorm,  which  continued  till  night. 
Then  in  the  evening  the  child  heard  a  snifllng 
sound,  and  a  great,  gray  animal  loomed  up  against 
the  sky,  sniffed  at  the  tracks  and  at  the  open  door 
of  the  den.   Next  it  put  its  head  in,  and  Harry 
saw  by  the  black  marks  on  its  face  that  ic  was  a 
Badger.   He  had  seen  one  just  three  days  before. 
A  neighbour  had  brought  it  to  his  father's  house 
to  skin  it.   There  it  stood  sniffing,  and  Harry, 
gazmg  with  less  fear  than  most  children,  noticed 
that  the  visitor  had  five  claws  on  one  foot  and 
four  on  the  other,  with  recent  wounds,  proof  of 
some  sad  experience  in  a  trap.  Doubtless  this 
was  the  Badger's  den,  for  she  — it  proved  a 
mother  — came  in,  but  Harry  had  no  mind  to 
surrender.   The  Badger  snarled  and  came  on 
and  Harry  shrieked,  "Get  out!"  and  struck  with 
his  tiny  fists,  and  then,  to  use  his  own  words,  "I 
scratched  the  Badger's  face  and  she  scratched 
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mine."  Surely  this  Badger  was  in  a  generous 
mood,  for  she  did  him  no  serious  harm,  and  though 
the  rightful  owner  of  the  d^  she  w^t  away  and 
doubtless  slept  elsewhere. 

Night  came  down.  Harry  was  very  thirsty. 
Close  by  the  door  was  a  pool  of  rainwater.  He 
crawled  out,  slaked  his  thirst,  and  backed  into 
the  warm  den  as  far  as  he  could.  Then  remem- 
bering his  prayers,  he  begged  God  to  "send  mam- 
ma," and  cried  himself  to  sleep.  During  the  night 
he  was  awakened  by  the  Badger  coming  again, 
but  it  went  away  when  the  child  scolded  it.  Next 
morning  Harry  went  to  the  pool  again  and  drank. 
Now  he  was  so  hungry;  a  few  old  rose  hips  hung 
on  the  bushes  near  the  den.  He  gathered  and  ate 
these,  but  was  even  hungrier.  Then  he  saw  some- 
thing moving  out  on  the  plain.  It  might  be  the 
Badger,  so  he  backed  into  the  den,  but  he  watched 
the  moving  thing.  It  was  a  horseman  galloping. 
As  it  came  near,  Harry  saw  that  it  was  Grogan, 
the  neighbour  for  whom  he  had  such  a  dislike, 
so  he  got  down  out  of  nght.  Twice  that  morning 
men  came  riding  by,  but  having  once  yielded  to 
his  shy  impulse,  he  hid  again  each  time.  The 
Badger  came  back  at  noon.  In  her  mouth  she 
held  the  body  of  a  Prairie  Chicken,  pretty  well 
pludced  and  partty  devoured.  She  came  into 
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the  den  sniffing  as  before.  Harry  shouted,  "Get 
out!  Go  away."  The  Badger  dropped  the  meat 
and  raised  her  head.  Harry  reached  and  grasped 
the  food  and  devoured  it  with  the  appetite  of  one 
starving.  There  must  have  been  another  door- 
way, for  later  the  Badger  was  behind  the  child 
in  the  den,  and  still  later  when  he  had  fallen  asleep 
she  came  and  slept  beside  him.  He  awoke  to 
find  the  warm  furry  body  filling  the  space  between 
him  and  the  wall,  and  knew  now  why  it  was  he 
had  slept  so  comfortably. 

That  evening  the  Badger  brougnt  the  egg  of  a 
Prairie  Chicken  and  set  it  down  imbroken  before 
the  child.  He  devoured  it  eagerly,  and  again 
drank  from  the  drying  mud  puddle  to  quench 
his  thirst.  During  the  night  it  rained  again,  and 
he  would  have  been  cold,  but  the  Badger  came 
and  cuddled  arotmd  hrni.  Once  or  twice  it 
licked  his  face.  The  child  could  not  know,  but  the 
parents  discoT'ered  later  that  this  was  a  mother 
Badger  which  had  lost  her  brood  and  her  heart 
was  yearning  for  something  to  love. 

Now  there  were  two  habits  that  grew  <m  the 
boy.  One  was  to  shun  the  men  that  daily  passed 
by  in  their  search,  the  other  was  to  look  to  the 
Badger  for  food  and  protection,  and  live  the  Bad- 
ger's life.  She  brought  him  food  often  not  at  all 
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to  his  taste  —  dead  Mice  or  Ground-squirrels  — 
but  several  times  she  brought  in  the  comb  of  a 
bee's  nest  or  eggs  of  game  birds,  and  once  a  piece 
of  bread  almost  certainly  dropped  on  the  trail 
from  some  traveller's  lunch  bag.  His  chief  trouble 
was  water.  The  prairie  pool  was  down  to  mere 
ooze  and  with  this  he  moistened  his  lips  and  tongue. 
Possibly  the  mother  Badger  wondered  why  he  did 
not  accept  her  motherly  offerings.  But  rain  came 
oiten  enough  to  keep  him  from  serious  suffering. 

Their  daily  life  was  together  now,  and  with  the 
imitative  power  strong  in  all  children  and  domi- 
nant in  him,  he  copied  the  Badger's  growls,  snarls, 
and  purrs.  Sometimes  they  played  tag  on  the 
prairie,  but  both  were  ready  to  rush  below  at  the 
slightest  sign  of  a  stranger. 

Two  weeks  went  by.  Galloping  men  no  longer 
passed  each  day.  Harry  and  the  Badger  had  fitted 
their  lives  into  each  other's,  and  strange  as  it  may 
seem,  the  memory  of  his  home  was  already  blurred 
and  weakened  in  the  boy.  Once  or  twice  during 
the  second  week  men  had  pased  near  by,  but  the 
habit  of  eluding  them  was  now  in  full  possession  of 
him. 

FINDING   THE    LOST  ONE 

One  morning  he  wandered  a  little  farther  in 
search  of  water  and  was  alarmed  by  a  horseman 
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appearing.  He  made  for  home  on  all  fours  —  he 
ran  much  on  all  fours  now  —  and  backed  into  the 
den.  In  the  prairie  grass  he  was  concealed,  but 
the  den  was  on  a  bare  mound,  and  the  horseman 
caught  a  glimpse  of  a  whitish  thing  disappearing 
down  the  hole.  Badgers  were  familiar  to  him, 
but  the  peculiar  yellow  of  this  and  the  absence 
of  black  marks  gave  it  a  strange  appearance.  He 
rode  up  quietly  within  twenty  yards  and  waited. 

After  a  few  minutes  the  gray-yellow  ball  ^.:owly 
reappeared  and  resolved  itself  into  the  head  of  a 
tow-topped  child.   The  young  man  leaped  to  the 
ground  and  rushed  forward,  but  the  child  retreated 
far  back  into  the  den,  beyond  reach  of  the  man, 
and  refused  to  come  out.   Neverthelc.  ,  there 
was  no  doubt  that  this  was  the  missing  Harry 
Service.  "Harry!  Harry!  don't  you  know  me? 
I'm  your  Cousin  Jack,"  the  young  man  said  in 
soothing,  coaxing  tones.    "Harry,  won't  you  come 
out  and  let  me  take  you  back  to  mamma?  Come 
Harry!   Look!  here  are  some  cookies!"  but  all  in 
vain.   The  child  hissed  and  snarled  at  him  hke  a 
wild  thing,  and  retreated  as  far  as  he  could  till 
checked  by  a  turn  in  the  burrow. 

Now  Jack  sot  out  his  knife  and  b^gan  to  dig 
until  the  burrow  was  large  enough  for  him  to 
crawl  in  a  litUe  way.  At  once  he  succeeded  in 
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getting  hold  of  the  little  one's  arm  and  drew  him 
out  struggling  and  crying.  But  now  there  rushed 

also  from  the  hole  a  Badger,  snarling  and  angry; 
it  charged  at  the  man,  uttering  its  fighting  snort. 
He  fought  it  off  with  his  whip,  then  swung  to  the. 
saddle  with  his  precious  burden  and  rode  away  as 
for  his  very  life,  while  the  Badger  pursued  for  a 
time,  but  it  v;as  easily  left  behind,  and  its  snorts 
were  lost  and  forgotten. 

HOME  AGAIN 

The  father  was  coming  in  from  another  direction 
as  he  saw  this  strange  sight:  a  horse  galloping 
madly  over  the  prairie,  on  its  back  a  young  man 
shouting  loudly,  and  in  his  arms  a  small  dirty 
child,  alternately  snarling  at  his  captor,  trying  to 
scratch  his  face,  or  struggling  to  be  free. 

The  father  was  used  to  changmg  intenaty  of 
feeling  at  thesd  times,  but  he  turned  pale  and 
held  his  breath  till  the  words  reached  him:  "I 
have  got  him,  thank  God!  He's  all  right,"  and 
he  rushed  forward  shouting,  "My  boy!  my 
boy!" 

But  he  got  a  rude  rebuff.  The  child  glared  like 
a  hunted  cat,  hissed  at  him,  and  menaced  with 
hands  held  daw  fashion.  Fear  and  hate  were  all 
ht  seemed  to  express.  The  door  of  the  house  was 
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flung  open  and  the  distracted  mother,  now  suddenly 
overjoyed,  rushed  to  join  the  group.   "My  darling! 
my  darhngi"  she  sobbed,  but  Kttle  Hany 
not  as  when  he  left  them.    He  hung  bade,  he 

iirf  «  Z'f'u^'  ^"Pt^^-  he  scratched 

and  snarled  hke  a  beast,  he  displayed  his  daws 
and  threatened  fight,  till  strong  arms  gathered 
him  up  and  placed  him  on  his  motier's  knees  in 
the  old,  famihar  room  with  the  pictures,  and  the 
clodc  tidong  as  of  old,  and  the  smeU  of  frying 
bacon  has  sister;s  voice,  and  his  father's  form! 
and,  above  all,  his  mother's  arms  about  him,  he^ 
ma^c  toudi  on  hi    brow,  and  her  voice,  "My 
darhng!  my  darHngI  Oh!  Harry,  don'i  you 
know  your  mother?  My  boy!  my  boy!"  And 
the  struggling  Uttle  wild  thing  in  her  4»  ™ 
qmet  his  animal  anger  died  away,  his  raucous 
bssmg  gave  place  to  a  short  panting,  and  that  to  a 
low  sobbmg  that  ended  in  a  flood  of  tears  and  a 
passionate  "Mamma,  mamma,  mamma!"  as  the 
yeU  of  a  different  life  was  rolled  away,  and  he  duJ 
to  hismother's  bosom.  j-*      «  cnmg 

hrfwLT''  "^'^^^^  to  hJn»,  and  stroked  his 
brow  and  won  him  bade  again,  there  was  a  strange 

8ound,asnarhnghissattheopendoor.  AlltumSl 
to  see  a  great  Badger  standing  there  with  its 
iront  feet  on  the  threshoW.  Father  ^  ^ 
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ezdauned,  "Look  at  that  Badger!"  and  reached 
lor  the  ready  gun,  but  the  boy  screamed  again. 
He  wriggled  from  his  mother's  arms  and  rubbing 
to  the  door,  cried,  "My  Badgie!  my  Badgie!"  He 
flung  his  arms  about  the  savage  thing's  neck,  and 
it  answered  with  a  low  purring  soimd  as  it  licked 
its  lost  companion's  face.  The  men  were  for  kill- 
ing the  Badger,  but  it  was  the  mother's  keener 
insight  that  saved  it,  as  one  might  save  a  noble 
dog  that  had  rescued  a  child  from  the  water. 

It  was  some  days  before  the  child  would  let  the 
father  come  near.   "I  hate  that  man;  he  passed 

T  every  day  and  would  not  look  at  me,"  was  the 
only  explanation.  Doubtless  the  first  part  was 
true,  for  the  Badger  den  was  but  two  miles  from 
the  house  and  the  father  rode  past  many  times  in 
his  radiating  search,  but  the  tow-topped  head  had 
escaped  his  eye. 

It  was  long  and  only  by  slow  degrees  that  the 
mother  got  the  story  that  is  written  here,  and 
parts  of  it  were  far  f-  '  -  It  nught  all  have 
bemdismissedasad  <  .  delirium  but  for  the 
fact  that  the  boy  had  .  ^  'ibsent  two  weeks;  he 
was  well  and  strong  now,  excepting  that  his  lips 
were  blackened  and  cracked  with  the  muddy  water, 
the  Badger  had  followed  him  home,  and  was  now 
his  constant  friend. 


Old  Silyet-ftizzU 

It  was  strange  to  see  how  the  child  oscillated 
between  the  two  Kves,  sometimes  talking  tc  his 
people  exactly  as  he  used  to  talk,  and  sometimes 
running  on  all  fours,  growling,  hissing,  and  tussling 
with  the  Badger.   Many  a  game  of  "King  of  the 
Castle"  they  had  together  on  the  low  pile  of  sand 
left  after  the  digging  of  a  new  well.  Each  would 
climb  to  the  top  and  defy  the  other  to  pull  him 
down,  till  a  hold  was  secured  and  they  rolled  together 
to  the  level,  clutching  and  tugging,  Harry  gig- 
gling, the  Badger  uttering  a  peculiar  high-pitched 
sound  that  might  have  been  called  snarling  had  it 
not  been  an  expression  of  good  nature.    Surely  it 
was  a  Badger  laugh.   There  was  little  that  Harry 
could  ask  without  receiving,  in  those  days,  but 
his  mother  was  shocked  when  he  persisted  that  the 
Badger  must  sleep  in  his  bed;  yet  she  so  arranged  it. 
The  mother  would  go  in  the  late  hours  and  look  on 
them  with  a  little  pang  of  jealousy  as  she  saw  her 
baby  curled  up,  8lee[»ng  soundly  with  that  strange 
beast 

It  was  Harry's  turn  to  feed  his  friend  now, 
and  side  by  side  they  sat  to  eat.  The  Bad- 
ger had  become  an  established  member  of  the 
family.  But  after  a  month  had  gone  by  an 
incident  took  place  that  I  would  gladly  leave 
untold. 
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THE  HUMAN  BRUTE 

Grogan,  thetinpleasant  neighbour,  who  had  first 
frightened  Hany  into  the  den,  came  riding  up  to 
the  Service  homestead.   Harry  was  in  the  house 

for  the  moment.  The  Badger  was  on  the  sand 
pile.  Instantly  on  catching  sight  of  it,  Grogan 
unslung  his  gun  and  exclaimed,  "A  Badger!"  To 
him  a  Badger  was  merely  something  to  be  killed. 
"Bang!"  and  the  kindly  animal  rolled  over,  stung 
and  bleeding,  but  recovered  and  dragged  herself 
toward  the  house.  "Bangi"  and  the  murderer 
fired  again,  just  as  the  inmates  rushed  to  the  door 
—  too  late.  Harry  ran  toward  the  Badger  shout- 
ing, '  'Badgie  1  my  Badgie  1' '  He  flung  his  baby  arms 
around  the  bleeding  nedc.  It  fawned  on  him 
feebly,  purring  a  low,  hissing  purr,  then  mixing 
the  purrs  with  moans,  grew  silent,  and  slowly  sank 
down,  and  died  in  his  arms.  "My  Badgie  I  my 
Badgie  1"  the  boy  wailed,  and  all  the  ferodty  of  his 
animal  nature  was  directed  against  Grogan. 

"You  better  get  out  of  this  before  I  kill  you  I" 
thundered  the  father,  and  the  hulking  halfbreed 
sullenly  mounted  his  horse  and  rode  away. 

A  great  part  of  his  life  had  been  cut  away  and  it 
seemed  as  though  a  deathblow  had  been  dealt  the 
boy.  The  shock  was  more  than  he  could  stand. 
He  moaned  and  wq>t  all  day,  he  screamed  himself 
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into  convulsions,  he  was  worn  out  at  s'.ndown  and 
slept  little  thut  night.  Next  morning  he  was  in  a 
raging  fever  and  ever  he  called  for  "My  Badgiel" 
He  seemed  at  death's  door  the  next  day,  but  a  weelc 
later  he  began  to  mend  and  in  three  weeks  was 
strong  as  ever  and  childishly  gay,  with  occasional 
spells  of  sad  remembering  that  gradually  ceased. 

He  grew  up  to  early  manhood  in  aland  of  hunters, 
but  hu  took  no  pleasure  in  the  lulling  that  was  such 
sport  to  his  neighbour's  sons,  and  to  his  dying  day 
he  could  not  look  on  the  skin  of  a  Badger  without 
feelings  of  love,  tenderness,  and  regret. 

This  is  the  story  of  the  Badger  as  it  was  told  me, 
and  those  who  wish  to  inquire  further  can  do  so  at 
Winnipeg,  if  they  seek  out  Archbishop  Matheson, 
Dr.  R.  M.  Simpson,  or  Mrs.  George  A.  Frazer  of 
Kildonan.  These  witnesses  may  differ  as  to  the 
details,  but  all  have  assured  me  that  in  its  main 
outlines  this  tale  is  true,  and  I  gladly  tell  it,  for  I 
want  you  to  realize  the  kindly  disposition  that  is  in 
that  sturdy,  harmless,  noble  wild  animal  that  sits 
<m  the  low  prairie  mounds,  for  then  I  know  that  you 
will  join  with  me  in  loving  him,  and  in  seddng  to 
save  hit  race  from  extermination. 


vm 

The  Squirrel  and 
His  Jeiky-iall  Brothers 


vra 


The  Squirrel  and  His  Jerky-tail 


OU  remember  that  Hiawatha  christened 


the  Squirrel  "Adjidaumo"  —  "Tail-in-air" 


and  this  Tail-in-air  was  chattering  over- 
head as  I  sat,  some  twenty-five  years  ago,  on  the 
shore  of  the  Lake  of  the  Woods  with  an  Ojibwa 
Indian,  checking  up  the  animals'  names  in  the 
native  tongue.  Of  course  the  Red-squirrd  was 
early  in  our  notice. 

" Ad- je- Jaw-mo"  I  called  it,  but  the  Indian  cor- 
rected me;  "Ah-chit-aw-mo"  he  made  it;  and  when 
I  translated  it  "Tail-in-air"  he  said  gravely,  "No, 
it  means  head  downward."  Then  noting  my  sur- 
prise, he  added,  with  characteristic  courtesy,  "Yes, 
yes,  you  are  right;  if  his  head  is  down,  his  tail  must 
be  up."  Thoreau  talks  of  the  Red-squirrel  flicking 
his  tail  like  a  whip-lash,  and  the  word  **Squirrel," 
from  the  Latin  "Sciurus'*  and  Greek  "Skia-oura" 
means  "shady  tail."  Thus  all  of  its  names  seem 


Brothers 
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to  note  the  wonderful  banner  that  serves  the 
animal  in  turn  as  sim-shade,  signal-flag,  coverlet, 
and  parachute. 

THE  CHEEKY  PINE  SQITISSEL 

A  wonderfully  extensive  kingdom  has  fallen  to 
Adjidaumo  of  the  shady  tail;  all  of  Canada  and 
most  of  the  Rockies  are  his.  He  is  at  home  wher- 
ever there  are  pine  forests  and  a  cool  climate;  and 
he  covers  so  many  ranges  of  diverse  conditions  that, 
responding  to  the  new  environments  in  lesser 
matters  of  makeup,  we  have  a  score  of  different 
Squirrel  races  from  this  parent  stock.  In  size,  in  tail, 
in  kind  or  depth  of  coat  they  differ  to  the  expo-t 
eye,  but  so  far  as  I  can  see  they  are  exactly  alike  in 
all  their  ways,  their  calls  and  their  dispositions. 

The  Pine  Sqmrrel  is  the  form  found  in  the 
Rockies  about  the  Yellowstone  Park.  It  is  a 
little  darker  in  colour  than  the  Red-squirrel  of  the 
East,  but  I  find  no  other  difference.  It  has 
the  same  aggressive,  scolding  propensities,  the 
same  love  of  the  pinyons  and  their  product,  the 
same  friends  and  the  same  foes,  with  one  possible 
partial  exception  in  the  hst  of  habits,  and  that  is  in 
its  method  of  storing  up  mushrooms. 

The  pinyons,  or  nuts  of  the  pinyon  pine,  are 
perhaps  the  most  delicious  nuts  in  all  the  lap  of 
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bountiful  dame  Nature,  from  fir  belt  in  the  nordi 

to  equatorial  heat  and  on  to  far  Fuego.  All  wild 
creatures  revel  in  the  pinyons.  Tc  the  Squirrels 
they  are  more  than  the  staff  of  life;  they  are  meat 
and  potatoes,  bread  and  honey,  pork  and  beans, 
bread  and  cake,  sugar  and  chocolate,  the  sum  of 
comfort,  and  the  promise  of  continuing  joy  But 
the  pinyon  does  not  bear  every  year;  there  c'.re  off 
years,  as  with  other  trees,  and  the  Squirrels  might 
be  in  a  bad  way  if  they  had  no  other  suf^ly  of 
food  to  lay  up  for  the  winter. 

A  season  I  spent  in  the  Southern  Rockies  was  an 
off  year  for  pinyons,  and  when  September  came  I 
was  shown  what  the  Squirrels  do  in  such  an  emer- 
gency. All  through  autumn  the  slopes  of  the  hills 
were  dotted  with  the  umbrellas  of  countless  toad- 
stoob  or  mushrooms,  representing  many  fat  and 
wholesome  species.  It  is  well  known  that  while  a 
few  of  them  are  poisonous,  a  great  many  are  good 
food.  Scientists  can  find  out  which  is  which  only  ,  - 
by  slow  experiment.  "Eat  them;  if  you  live  they*^ 
are  good,  if  you  die  they  are  poisonous"  has  been 
suggested  as  a  certain  method.  The  Squirrels  must 
have  worked  this  out  long  ago,  for  they  surely 
know  the  good  ones;  and  all  through  late  summer 
they  are  at  work  gathering  them  for  winter  use  in 
place  of  the  pine-nuts. 
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Now  if  the  provident  Squirrel  stored  these  up  as 
he  does  the  pinyons,  in  holes  or  underground,  they 
would  surely  go  to  mush  in  a  short  time  and  be  lost. 
He  makes  no  such  mistake.  He  stores  thm  in  the 
forked  branches  of  trees,  where  they  dry  out  and 
remain  good  until  needed;  and  wisely  puts  them 
high  enough  up  to  be  out  of  reach  of  the  Deer  and 
low  enough  to  avoid  being  dislodged  by  the 
wind. 

As  you  ramble  through  the  Squirrel-frequented 
woods,  you  will  often  come  across  a  log  or  stump 
which  is  littered  over  with  the  scales  fresh  cut 
from  a  pine  cone;  sometimes  there  is  a  pile  of  a 
bushel  or  more  by  the  place;  you  have  stumbled 
on  a  Squirrel's  workshop.  Here  is  where  he  does 
his  husking,  and  the  "clear  com"  produced  is 
stored  away  in  some  underground  granary  t31  it  is 
needed. 

The  Pine  Squirrel  loves  to  nest  in  a  hollow  tree, 
but  also  builds  an  outside  nest  which  at  a  distance 
looks  Uke  a  mass  of  rubbish.  This,  on  investiga- 
tion, turns  out  to  be  a  convenient  warm  chamber 
some  six  inches  wide  and  two  or  three  high.  It  is 
covered  with  a  waterproof  roof  of  bark  thatch,  and 
entered  by  a  door  artfully  conceiled  with  layers 
and  fringes  of  bark  that  hide  it  alike  from  blood- 
thirsty foes  and  piercing  winter  blasts. 
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CHIPMUNKS  AND  GROUND-SQUIRRELS 

The  Red-squirrel  is  safe  and  happy  only  when 
in  the  tall  trees,  but  his  kinsmen  have  sought  out 
any  and  every  different  environment.  One  enor- 
mous group  of  his  great  grandfather's  second 

a  sins  have  abandoned  tree  life  altogether. 
They  have  settled  down  like  the  Dakota  farmers, 
to  be  happy  on  the  prairie,  where,  never  having 
need  to  get  over  anything  higher  than  their  own 
front  doorstep,  they  have  lost  the  last  vestige  of 
power  to  climb.  These  are  the  Ground-squirrels,  that 
in  a  variety  of  forms  are  a  pest  in  gardens  and  on 
farms  in  most  of  the  country  west  of  the  Mississippi. 

Standing  between  these  and  the  true  Squirrels 
are  the  elegant  Chipmunks,  the  prettiest  and  most 
popular  of  all  the  family.  They  frequent  the  bor- 
derland between  woods  and  prairie;  they  climb, 
if  anything  is  to  be  gained  by  it,  but  the>  know, 
like  the  Ground-squirrels,  that  Mother  Eartn  is  a 
safer  retreat  in  time  of  danger  than  the  tallest 
tree  that  ever  grew. 

THE  GROXTND-SQUntSEL  THAT  PLAYS  PKSOST-PIN 

Conspicuous  in  its  teeming  numbers  in  the 

Yellowstone  Park  is  the  Picket-Pin  Ground-squir- 
rel. On  every  level,  dry  prairie  along  the  great 
river  I  found  it  in  swarms. 
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It  looks  much  like  a  common  Squirrel,  but  its 
Goat  has  become  more  mud-coloured,  and  its  tail 

is  reduced  by  long  ages  of  neglect  to  a  mere  vestige 
of  tne  ancestral  banner.  It  has  developed  great 
powers  of  burrowing,  but  it  never  climbs  anything 
higher  than  the  little  mound  that  it  makes  about 
tJie  door  of  its  home. 

The  Picket-pin  is  an  interesting  and  picturesque 
creature  in  some  ways,  but  it  has  one  habit  that 
I  cannot  quite  condone.  In  this  land  of  sun  and 
bright  blue  air,  this  world  of  outdoor  charm,  it 
com  forth  tardily  in  late  spring^as  late  sometimes 
as  the  first  of  May,  and  promptly  retires  in  mid- 
Aufust,  when  blazing  summer  is  on  the  face  of 
the  earth,  and  the  land  is  a  land  of  plenty.  Down 
it  goes  after  three  and  one  half  short  months,  to 
sleep  for  eight  and  a  half  long  ones;  and  since  dur- 
ing these  three  and  a  half  months  it  is  above  ground 
only  in  broad  daylight,  this  means  that  for  only  two 
months  of  the  year  it  is  active,  and  the  other  ten, 
four  fifths  of  its  life,  it  passes  in  a  deathlike  sleep. 

Of  course,  the  Picket-pin  might  reply  that  it 
has  probably  as  many  hours  of  ar*ive  life  as  any 
of  its  kind,  only  it  breaks  them  up  into  sections, 
with  long  blanks  of  rest  between.  Whether  this 
defense  is  a  good  one  or  not,  we  have  no  facts  at 
present  to  determine. 
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It  has  a  fashion  of  sitting  up  straight  on  the 
doorway  moun('  when  it  wishes  to  take  an  obser- 
vation, and  the  more  it  is  ala.  ned  by  the  approach 
of  an  enemy  the  straighter  it  sits  up,  presshig  Its 
paws  tight  to  its  ribs,  so  that  at  a  short  distance 
it  looks  like  a  picket-pin  of  wood;  hence  the  name. 

Oftoitimes  some  tenderfoot  going  in  the  evening 
to  stake  out  his  hone  and  making  toward  the 
selected  patch  of  grassy  prairie,  exclaims,  "Good 
Luck!  here's  a  picket-pin  already  driven  in."  But 
on  leading  up  his  horse  within  ten  or  twelve 
feet  of  the  pin,  it  gives  a  httle  "chirr"  and  dives 
down  out  of  sight.  Then  the  said  tenderfoot 
realizes  why  the  creature  got  the  name. 

The  summer  of  1897  I  spent  in  the  Park  about 
Yancey's  and  there  had  daily  chances  of  seeing 
the  Picket-pin  and  learning  its  ways,  for  the 
species  was  there  in  thousands  on  the  little  prairie 
about  my  cabin.  I  think  I  am  safe  in  saying 
that  there  were  ten  families  to  the  acre  of  land 
on  all  the  level  prairie  in  this  valleyr. 

CHINK  AND  THE  PICKET-PINS 

As  aheady  noted  in  the  Coyote  chapter,  we  had 

in  camp  that  summer  the  little  dog  called  Chink. 
He  was  just  old  enough  to  think  himseK  a  remark- 
able dog  with  a  future  before  him.  There  was 
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hardly  anything  that  Chink  would  not  attempt, 
except  perhaps  keeping  still.  He  was  always  try- 
ing to  do  some  absurd  and  impossible  thing,  or, 
if  he  did  attempt  the  possible,  he  usually  spoiled 
his  best  efforts  by  his  way  of  going  about  it.  He 
once  spent  a  whole  morning  trying  to  run  up  a  tall, 
straight,  pine  tree  in  whose  branches  was  a  snicker- 
ing Pine  Squirrel. 

The  darling  ambition  of  his  Ufe  for  some  weeks 
was  to  eaten  one  of  the  Picket-pin  Ground-squirrels 
that  swarmed  on  the  prairie  about  the  camp. 

Giink  had  determined  to  catch  one  of  these 
Ground-squirrels  the  very  first  day  he  came  into 
the  valley.  Of  course,  he  went  about  it  in  his 
own  original  way,  doing  everything  wrong  end 
first,  as  usual.  This,  lii^  master  said,  was  due 
to  a  streak  of  Irish  in  his  makeup.  So  Chink  would 
begin  a  most  elaborate  stalk  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
from  the  Ground-squirrel.  After  crawling  on  his 
breast  from  tussock  to  tussock  for  a  hundred  yards 
or  so,  the  nervous  strain  would  become  too  great, 
and  Chink,  getting  too  much  excited  to  crawl, 
would  rise  on  his  feet  and  walk  straight  toward 
the  Squirrel,  w'ach  would  now  be  sitting  up  by 
its  hole,  fully  alive  to  the  situation. 

After  a  minute  or  two  of  this  very  open  approach, 
Chink's  excitement  would  overpower  all  caution. 
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He  would  begin  running,  and  at  the  last,  just  as  he 
should  have  done  his  hnest  stalking,  he  would  go 
bounding  and  barking  toward  the  Ground-squirrel, 
which  would  sit  like  a  peg  of  wood  till  the  prq>er 
moment,  then  dive  below  with  a  derisive  chirrup, 
throwing  with  its  hind  feet  a  lot  of  saud  right  into 
Chink's  eager,  open  mouth. 

Day  after  day  this  went  on  with  levd  sameness, 
and  st»"  Chink  did  not  give  up,  although  I  feel 
sure  he  had  bushels  of  sand  thrown  in  hS  mouth 
that  summer  by  theunpudent  Picket-pins. 

Perseverance,  he  seemed  to  believe,  must  surely 
win  in  the  end,  as  indeed  it  did.  For,  one  day,  he 
niad'j  an  unusually  elaborate  stalk  after  an  un- 
usually fine  big  Picket-pin,  carried  out  all  his 
absurd  tactics,  finishing  with  the  grand,  boisterous 
charge,  and  actually  caught  his  victim;  but  this  time 
it  happened  to  be  a  wooden  picket-pin.  Any  one 
who  doubts  that  a  dog  kn'jws  when  he  has  made 
a  fool  of  himself  should  have  seen  Chink  that 
day  as  he  sheq)ishly  sneaked  out  of^8%ht  be- 
hind the  tent. 

CHIPMUNKS 

Everj-  one  recognizes  as  a  Chipmunk  the  lively 
little  creatiTve  that,  with  striped  coat  and  with  tail 
aloft,  dashes  across  all  the  roads  and  chirrups  on 

S4Z 


The  Squirrel  and  His  Jerky-tail  Brothers 

all  the  log  piles  that  line  the  roads  throughout 
the  timbered  portions  of  the  Park.  I  am  sure 
I  have  often  seen  a  thousand  of  them  in  a  mile  of 
road  between  the  Mammoth  Ho''  Springs  and 
Norris  Geyser  Basin.  The  traveller  who  makes 
the  entire  round  of  the  Park  may  see  a  hundred 
thousand  if  he  keeps  his  eyes  open.  While  every 
one  knows  them  at  once  for  Chipmunks,  it  takes  a 
second  and  more  careful  glance  to  show  they  are 
of  three  totally  distinct  kinds. 

THE  GROUND-SQUIRREL  TILAT  PRETENDS    IX'S  A 

CHIPMUNK 

First,  largest,  and  least  common,  is  the  Big 
Striped  Ground-squirrel,  the  Golden  Ground- 
sqmrrel  or  Say's  Ground-squirrel,  called  scientifi- 
cally Citellus  lateralis  cinerascens.  This,  in  spite 
of  its  livery,  is  not  a  Chipmunk  at  all  but  a  Ground- 
■  squirrel  that  is  trying  hard  to  be  a  Chipmunk. 
And  it  makes  a  good  showing  so  far  as  manners,  coat 
and  stripes  are  concerned,  but  the  incontrovertible 
evidence  of  its  inner  life,  as  indicated  by  skull  and 
makeup,  tells  us  plainly  that  it  is  merely  a  Ground- 
squirrel,  a  first  cousin  to  the  ignoble  Picket-pin. 

I  found  it  especially  common  in  the  higher  parts 
of  the  Park.  It  is  re  lly  a  mountain  species,  at 
iKxtte  daefly  among  the  rcx^,  yet  u  very  ready 
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to  take  up  its  abode  under  buildings.  At  the  Lake 
Hotel  I  saw  a  number  of  them  that  lived  around 
the  back  door,  and  were  ahnost  tamed  through 
the  long  protection  there  given  them.  Like 
most  of  these  small  rodents,  they  are  supposed  to 
be  grain-eaters  but  they  really  are  omnivorous, 
and  quite  ready  to  eat  flesh  and  eggs,  as  well  as 
seeds  and  fruit.  Warren  in  his  "Mammals  of 
Colorado,"  tells  of  having  seen  one  of  these  Ground- 
squirrels  kill  some  young  Bluebirds;  and  adds 
another  instance  of  flesh-eating  observed  in  the 
Yellowstone  Park,  where  he  and  two  friends, 
riding  along  one  of  the  roads,  saw  a  Say  Ground- 
squirrel  demurely  squatting  on  a  log,  holding  in 
its  arms  a  tiny  young  Meadow  Mouse,  from  which 
it  picked  the  flesh  as  one  might  pick  com  from  a  cob. 
Meadov/  Mice  are  generally  considered  a  nuisance, 
and  the  one  devoured  probably  was  of  a  cantank- 
erous disposition;  but  just  the  same  it  gives  one 
an  unpleasant  sensation  to  think  of  this  elegant  lit- 
tle creature,  in  appearance,  innocence  personified, 
wearing  all  the  insignia  of  a  grain-eater,  yet  ruth- 
lessly indulging  in  such  a  bloody  aiui  cannibal  feast. 

A  FOUR-LEGGED  BIRD — THE  NORTHERN  CHIPMUNK 

The  early  naturalists  who  first  made  the  ac- 
quaintance of  the  East^  Groimd-squirrel  named 
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it  Tamias  or  "  The  Steward."  Later  the  Northern 
Chipmunk  was  discovered  and  it  was  found  to  be 
more  of  a  Chipmunk  than  its  Eastern  cousin.  The 
new  one  had  all  the  specialties  of  the  old  kind, 
but  in  a  higher  degree.  So  they  named  this  one 
Eidamias,  which  means  "good"  or  "extra  good" 
Chipmunk.  And  extra  good  this  exquisite  ii*tle 
creature  surely  is  in  all  that  goes  to  make  a  chann- 
ing,  graceful,  birdy,  pert  and  vivacious  four-foot. 
In  everything  but  colours  it  is  Eutamias  or  Tamias 
of  a  more  intensified  t>'pe.  Its  tail  is  long  in  pro- 
portion and  carried  differently,  being  commonly 
held  straight  up,  so  that  tlie  general  impression 
one  gets  is  of  a  huge  tail  with  a  tiny  striped  animal 
attached  to  its  lower  end. 

Its  excessive  numbers  along  the  roads  in  the 
Park  are  due  to  two  things:  First,  the  food,  for 
oats  are  continually  spilled  from  the  frdghting 
wagons.  Second,  the  protection  of  piles  of  pine 
trees  cut  and  cast  aside  in  clearing  the  roadway. 

There  is  one  habit  of  the  Eastern  Chipmunk 
that  I  have  not  noted  in  the  mountain  spedes, 
and  that  is  the  habit  of  song.  In  the  early  spring 
and  late  autumn  when  the  days  are  bright  and 
invigorating,  the  Eastern  Chipmunk  will  mount 
some  log,  stump  or  other  perch  and  express  his 
ecuberant  joy  in  a  song  which  is  a  rapid  rq)etition 
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of  a  bird- like  note  suggested  by  "Chuck,"  "Chuck," 
or  "Chock,"  "Chock."  This  is  kept  up  two  or 
three  minutes  without  interruption,  and  is  one  of 
tho&e  delicti ul  woodland  songs  whose  charm  comes 
rather  from  association  than  from  its  inherent 
music. 

If  our  Western  Chipmunk  is  as  far  ahead  in 
matters  musical  as  he  is  in  form  and  other  habits,  I 
shall  expect  him  to  render  no  less  than  the  song  of 
a  nightingale  when  he  giv^^s  himself  up  to  express 
his  wild  exuberance  in  a  chant. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  days  I  spent  with  a  natural- 
ist friend  in  an  old  mill  building  in  western  Mani- 
toba. It  was  in  a  pine  woods  which  was  peopled 
with  these  little  Chipmunks.  They  had  htdled  the 
mill  and  its  wood  piles,  and  eq>eciaUy  the  stables, 
with  their  squandered  oats,  as  the  very  gifts  of  a 
beneficient  Providence  for  their  use  and  benefit. 
They  had  concentrated  on  the  mUl;  they  were  there 
in  hundreds,  almost  thousands,  and  whenever  one 
looked  across  the  yard  in  sunny  hours  <me  could 
see  a  dozen  or  more  together. 

Hie  old  mill  was  infested  with  them  as  an  old 
brewery  with  rats.  But  in  many  respects  besides 
beauty  they  were  an  improvement  on  rats:  they 
did  not  smell,  they  were  not  vicious,  and  they  did 
not  move  by  night. 
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During  the  daytime  they  were  everywhere  and 
into  everything.  Our  slender  stock  of  provisions 
was  badly  reduced  when,  by  mischance,  the  tin 
box  was  left  open  a  few  hours,  but  we  loved  to  see 
so  much  beautiful  life  about  and  so  forgave  them. 
One  of  our  regular  pleasures  was  to  sit  back  after  a 
meal  and  watch  these  pert-eyed,  four-legged  birds 
scramble  onto  the  table,  eat  the  scraps  and  lick  all 
the  plates  and  platters  clean. 

Like  all  the  Chipmunks  and  Ground-squirrels, 
this  animal  has  well-developed  cheek-pouches  which 
it  uses  for  carrying  home  seeds  and  roots  which 
serve  for  food  in  the  winter.  Or  perhaps  we  should 
say  in  the  early  spring,  for  the  Chipmunk,  like  the 
Ground-squhrel,  goes  into  the  ground  for  a  long 
repose  as  soon  as  winter  comes  down  hard  and 
white. 

Yet  it  does  net  go  so  early  or  stay  so  late  as  its 
big  cousin.  October  still  sees  it  active,  even 
running  about  in  the  snow.  As  late  as  October  3 1  st 
at  Breckenridge,  Col.,  I  saw  one  sitting  up  on  a  log 
and  eating  some  grass  or  seeds  during  a  driving 
snowstorm.  High  up  in  the  Shoshonees,  after  winter 
had  settled  dowi  on  October  8,  1898,  I  saw  one 
of  these  bright  creatures  bounding  through  the 
snow.  On  a  stone  he  paused  to  watch  me  and  I 
made  a  hasty  sketch  of  his  attitude. 
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Then,  again,  it  is  out  in  the  spring,  early  in  April, 
SO  that  it  is  above  ground  for  at  least  seven  months 
of  the  year.  Its  nest  is  in  a  chamber  at  the  end  of  a 
longtunnelthat  itdigs  under  ground,  usually  among 
roots  that  make  hard  digging  for  the  creatures  that 
would  rout  them  out.  Very  Uttle  is  known  as  yet, 
however,  about  the  growth  or  development  of  the 
young,  so  here  is  an  opportunity  for  the  young 
naturalist  who  would  contribute  something  to  our 
knowledge  of  this  interesting  creature. 

A  STRIPED  PIGMY  —  THE  LEAST  CHIPMUNK 

Closely  akin  to  tliis  one  and  commonly  mistaken 
for  its  >  oung,  is  the  Least  Chipmunk  (Euiamias 
minimus),  which  is  widely  diffused  in  the  great  dry 
central  region  of  the  Continent.  Although  so 
generally  found  and  so  visible  when  found,  its 
history  is  practically  unknown.  It  probably  lives 
much  like  its  relatives,  raising  a  brood  of  four  to 
six  yoimg  in  a  warm  chamber  far  underground,  and 
brings  them  up  to  eat  all  manner  of  seeds,  grains, 
fruits,  herbs,  berries,  insects,  birds,  eggs,  and  even 
mice,  just  as  do  most  of  its  kinsmen,  but  no  one 
has  proved  any  of  these  things.  Any  exact  observa- 
tions you  may  make  are  sure  to  be  3coq>table  coo- 
tributions  to  science. 
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IF  THE  Wolf  may  he  justly  proud  of  his  jaws 
and  the  Antelope  of  his  legs,  I  am  sure  that 
the  Rabbit  should  very  properly  glory  in  his 
matchless  feamdity.  To  perfect  this  power  he 
has  consecrated  ail  the  ^lendid  energies  of  his 
vigorous  frame,  and  he  has  magnified  his  specialty 
into  a  success  that  is  worth  more  to  his  race  than 
could  be  any  other  single  gift. 

Rabbits  are  without  weapons  of  defense,  ^ad 
are  simple-minded  to  the  last  degree.  Most  are 
incapable  of  long  distance  speed,  but  all  have  an 
exuberance  of  multiplication  that  fills  their  ranks 
as  fast  as  foe  can  thin  the  line.  If,  indeed,  they 
did  not  have  several  families,  several  times  a 
year,  they  would  have  died  out  several  epochs 
back. 

There  are'three  marked  types  of  Rabbits  in  the 

Rockies  —  the  Cottontail,  the  Snowshoe,  and  the 
Jackrabbit.   All  of  them  arc  represented  on  the 
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Yellowstone,  besides  the  little  Coney  ot  the  rocks, 
which  is  a  remote  second  cousin  of  the  family. 

MOLLY  COTTONTAIL,  THE  CLEVE&  TKEEZER 

I  have  often  had  occasion  to  comment  on  the 
'  fieczing"  of  animals.  When  they  are  suddenly 
aware  of  a  near  enemy  or  confronted  by  unex- 
pected situations,  their  habit  is  to  Jreeze  —  that 
is,  become  perfectly  rigid,  and  remain  so  until  the 
danger  is  past  or  at  least  comprehended. 

Molly  Cottontail  is  one  of  the  best  "freezers." 
Whenever  she  does  not  know  what  to  do,  she  does 
nothing,  obeyinj:;  the  old  Western  rule,  "Never 
rush  when  you  are  rattled."  Now  Molly  is  a  very 
nervous  creature.  Any  loud,  sharp  noise  is  liable 
to  upset  her,  and  feeling  hersdf  unnerved  she  is 
very  apt  to  stop  and  simply  "freeze."  Keep  this 
in  mind  when  next  you  meet  a  Cottontail,  and  get 
a  photograph. 

In  July,  1902,  I  tried  it  myself.  I  w^as  camped 
with  a  lot  of  Sioux  Indians  on  the  banks  of  the 
Cheyenne  River  in  Dakota.  They  had  their  fami- 
lies with  them,  and  about  stmdown  one  of  the 
boys  ran  into  the  tepee  for  a  gun,  and  then  fired 
into  the  grass.  His  little  brother  gave  a  v/ar- 
whoop  that  their  "pa  '  might  well  have  been 
proud  of,  then  rushed  forward  and  held  up  a  fat 
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Cottonta",  kicking  her  last  kick.  Another,  a 
smaller  Cottontail,  was  found  not  far  away,  and 
half  a  dozen  young  redskins  armed  with  sticks 
crawled  up,  then  suddenly  let  them  fly.  Btiimy 
was  hit,  knocked  over,  and  before  he  could  recover, 
a  dog  had  him. 

I  had  been  some  distance  away.  On  hearing 
the  uproar  I  came  back  toward  my  own  campfire, 
and  as  I  did  so,  my  Indian  guide  pointed  to  a 
Cottontail  twenty  feet  away  gazing  toward  the 
boys.  The  guide  picked  up  a  stick  of  firewood. 

The  boys  saw  him,  and  knowing  that  another 
Rabbit  was  there  they  came  running.  Now  I 
thought  they  had  enough  game  for  supper  and 
did  not  wis^  them  to  kill  poor  Molly.  But  I 
knew  I  could  not  stop  them  by  saying  that,  so  I 
said:  "Hold  on  till  I  make  a  photo."  Some  of 
them  understood;  at  any  rate,  my  guide  did,  and 
all  held  back  as  I  crawled  toward  the  RabMt. 
She  took  alarm  and  was  bounding  away  when  I 
gave  a  shrill  whistle  which  turned  her  into  a 
"frozen"  statue.  Then  I  came  near  and  snapped 
the  camera.  The  Indian  boys  now  closed  in^'and 
were  going  to  throw,  but  I  cried  out:  "Hold  on  I 
not  yet;  I  want  another."  So  I  chased  Bimny 
twenty  or  thirty  yards,  then  gave  another  shrill 
whistle,  and  got  a  fourth  snap.  Again  I  had  to 
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hold  the  boys  back  by  "wanting  another  picture." 
Five  tunes  I  did  this,  takmg  five  pictures,  and  all 
the  while  steering  Molly  toward  a  great  pile  of 
drift  logs  by  the  river.  I  had  now  used  up  all 
my  films. 

The  boys  were  getting  impatient.  So  I  addressed 
the  Cottontail  solemnly  and  gently:  "Bunny,  I 
have  done  my  best  for  you.  I  cannot  hold  these 
Uttle  savages  any  longer.  You  see  that  pile  of 
logs  over  there?  Well,  Bunny,  you  have  just  five 
seconds  to  get  into  that  wood  pile.  Now  gitl"  and 
I  shoo  '  and  clapped  my  hands,  and  all  the  young 
Indians  yelled  and  hurled  their  clubs,  the  dogs 
came  bounding  and  Molly  fairly  dusted  the  earth. 

"Go  it,  Molly!" 

"Go  it,  dogs!" 

"Ki-yi,  Injuns!" 

The  clubs  flew  and  rattled  around  her,  but 
Molly  put  in  ten  feet  to  the  hop  and  ten  hops  to 
the  second  (abnojt),  and  before  the  chase  was  well 
begun  it  was  over;  her  cotton  tuft  disappeared 
under  a  log;  she  was  safe  in  the  pile  of  wood,  where 
so  far  as  I  know  she  lived  happy  ever  after. 

THE  KABBIT  THAT  WEARS  SNOWSHOES 

The  Snowshoe  Rabbit  is  found  in  all  parts  of  the 
Park,  though  not  in  very  great  numbers.   It  is 


The  Rabbits  and  their  Habits 

called  "Snowshoe"  on  account  of  the  size  of  its 
feet,  w:  Ich,  already  large,  are  in  snow  time  made 
larger  by  fringes  of  stiff  bristles  that  give  the 
creature  such  a  broad  area  of  support  that  it 
can  skip  on  the  surface  of  soft  snow  while  all  its 
kinsmen  sink  in  helplessness. 

Here  is  the  hind  foot  of  a  Snowshoe  in  winter, 
contrasted  with  the  hind  foot  of  a  Jackrabbit  that 
was  nearly  three  times  its  weight. 

Rabbits  are  low  in  the  scale  of  intelligence,  but 
they  are  high  enough  to  have  some  joy  in  sodal  Kfe. 
It  always  gives  one  a  special  thrill  of  satisfaction 
when  favoured  with  a  little  glimpse  into  the  home 
ways,  the  games,  or  social  Ufe  of  an  animal;  and  the 
peep  I  had  into  the  Rabbit  world  one  night,  though 
but  a  small  affair,  I  have  always  remembered  with 
pleasure,  and  hope  for  a  second  similar  chance. 

This  took  place  in  the  Bitteroot  Mountains  in 
Idaho,  in  1902.  My  wife  and  I  were  out  on  a 
pack-train  trip  with  two  New  York  friends.  We 
had  seen  some  rough  country  in  Colorado  and 
Wyoming,  but  we  soon  agreed  that  the  Bitter- 
roots  were  the  roughest  of  all  the  moxmtains.  It 
took  twenty-eight  horses  to  carry  the  stuff,  for 
which  eighteen  were  enough  in  the  more  southern 
Rockies. 

The  trails  were  so  crooked  and  hidden  in  thick 
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woods,  that  sometimes  the  man  at  the  rear  might 
ride  the  whole  day,  and  never  see  all  the  horses 
until  we  stopped  again  for  the  night. 

THE  TERROR  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN  TRAILS 

There  were  other  annoyances,  and  among  them 
a  particularly  dangerous  animal.  The  country 
was  fairly  stocked  with  Moose,  Elk,  Blacktail, 
Sheep,  Goats,  Badgers,  Skunks,  Wolverines,  Foxes, 
Coyotes,  Mountain  Lions,  Lynx,  Wolves,  Black 
Bears  and  Grizzly  Bears,  but  it  was  none  of  these 
that  inspired  us  with  fear.  The  deadly,  dangerous 
creature,  the  worst  oi  all,  was  the  common  Yellow- 
Jacket- Wasp.  These  Wasps  abounded  in  the  fegion. 
Their  nests  were  so  plentiful  that  many  were 
on,  or  by,  the  narrow  crooked  trails  that  we 
must  follow.  Generally  these  trails  were  along 
the  mountain  shoulder  with  a  steep  bank  on  the 
upade,  and  a  sheer  drop  on  the  other.  It  was  at 
just  such  dangerous  places  that  we  seemed  most 
often  to  find  the  Yellow- Jackets  at  home.  Roused 
by  the  uoise  and  trampling,  they  would  assail  the 
horses  in  swarms,  and  then  there  woidd  be  a 
stampede  of  bucking,  squealing,  tortured  animals. 
Some  would  be  forced  ofif  the  trail,  and,  as  has 
often  happened  elsewhere,  dashed  to  their  death 
below.  Iliis  was  the  daily  danger. 
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One  morning  late  in  September  we  left  camp 
about  eight,  and  set  off  in  the  usual  line,  the  chief 
guide  leading  and  the  rest  of  us  distributed  at 
intervals  among  the  pack-horses,  as  a  control. 
Near  the  rear  was  the  cook,  after  him  a  pack- 
horse  with  tins  and  dishes,  and  last  of  all  myself. 

At  first  we  saw  no  wasps,  as  the  morning  was 
frosty,  but  about  ten  the  sim  had  become  strong, 
the  air  was  quite  mild,  and  the  wasps  became  lively. 
For  all  at  once  I  heard  the  dreaded  cry,  "Yellow- 
Jackets"  Then  in  a  moment  it  was  taken  up  by 
the  cook  just  ahead  of  me.  "Yellow- Jackets  I 
look  out!"  with  a  note  almost  of  terror  in  his  voice. 

At  once  his  horse  began  to  plunge  and  buck.  I 
saw  the  man  of  pots  clinging  to  the  saddle  and 
protecting  his  face  as  best  he  could,  while  his  mount 
charged  into  the  bushes  and  disappeared. 

Then  "bzz-z-z-z"  they  went  at  the  pot-horse  and 
again  the  bucking  and  squealing,  with  pots  going 
clank,  clink,  rattle  and  away. 

" Bzz-z-z-z-z"  and  in  a  moment  the  dark  and  rag- 
ing little  terrors  came  at  me  in  a  cloud.  I  had  no 
time  to  stop,  or  get  off,  or  seek  another  way.  So  I 
jerked  up  a  coat  collar  to  save  my  face,  held  my 
head  low,  and  tried  to  hold  on,  while  the  little  pony 
went  insane  with  the  fiery  baptism  now  upon  him. 
Plimging,  kicking,  and  squealing  he  went,  and  I 
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stuck  to  him  for  one  —  two  —  three  jumps,  but  at 
number  four,  as  I  remember  it,  I  went  flying  over 
his  head,  fortunately  up  hill,  and  landed  in  the 
bushes  unhurt,  but  ready  for  peace  at  any  price. 

It  is  good  old  wisdom  to  "lay  low  in  case  of 
doubt,"  and  very  low  I  lay  there,  waiting  for  the 
war  to  cease.  It  was  over  in  a  few  seconds,  for  my 
horse  dashed  after  his  fellows  and  passed  through 
the  bushes,  so  that  the  winged  scorpions  were  left 
behmd.  Presently  I  Ufted  my  head  and  looked 
cautiously  toward  the  wasp's-nest.  It  was  in  a 
bank  twenty  feet  away,  and  the  angry  swarm  was 
hovering  over  it,  like  smoke  from  a  vent  hole. 
They  were  too  angry,  and  I  was  too  near,  to  run 
any  risks,  so  I  sank  down  again  and  waited.  In 
one  or  two  minutes  I  peered  once  more,  getting  a 
sight  under  a  small  log  lying  eight  or  ten  feet  away. 
And  as  I  gazed  waspward  my  eye  also  took  in  a 
brown  furry  creature  cahnly  sitting  under  the  log, 
wabbling  his  nose  at  me  and  the  world  about  him. 
It  was  a  young  Snowshoe  Rabbit. 

bunny's  bide 

There  is  a  certain  wild  hunter  instinct  in  us  all,  a 
wish  to  captiure  every  wood  creature  we  meet. 
That  impulse  came  on  me  in  power.  There  was  no 
more  danger  from  wasps,  so  I  got  cautiously  above 
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this  log,  put  a  hand  clown  at  each  side,  grabbed 
underneath,  and  the  Rabbit  was  my  prisoner. 
Now  I  had  him,  what  was  I  going  to  do  with  him  — 
kill  him?  Certainly  not.  I  began  to  talk  to  him. 
"  Now  what  did  I  catch  you  for?  "  His  only  reply 
was  a  wobble  of  his  nose,  so  I  continued:  "I  didn't 
know  when  I  began,  but  I  know  now.  I  want  to 
get  your  picture. "  And  again  the  nose  wobbled. 

I  could  not  take  it  then  as  my  camera  had  gone 
on  with  my  horse.  I  had  nothing  to  put  the  Rabbit 
in.  I  could  not  put  it  in  my  pocket  as  that  would 
mean  crushing  it  in  some  early  tumble;  I  needed 
both  my  hands  to  climb  with  and  catch  my  horse, 
so  for  lack  of  a  better  place  I  took  off  my  hat  and 
said,  "Bunny,  how  would  you  like  to  ride  in  that?" 
He  wobbled  his  nose,  which  I  imderstood  to  mean 
that  he  didn't  care.  So  I  put  the  Rabbit  Oil  myf 
head,  and  put  the  hat  on  again. 

Then  I  went  fon\'ard  and  found  that  the  cook 
had  recovered  his  pots  and  pans;  all  was  well  now 
and  my  horse  was  awaiting  nie. 

I  rode  all  the  rest  of  that  day  with  the  Rabbit 
quietly  nestling  in  my  hair.  It  was  a  long,  hard 
day,  for  we  continued  till  nightfall  and  then  made  a 
dark  camp  in  a  thick  pine  woods.  It  was  impossi- 
ble to  make  pictures  then,  so  I  put  the  little  Rabbit 
under  a  leatheroid  telescope  lid,  on  a  hard  level 
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place,  gave  him  food  and  water,  and  left  him  f( 
use  in  the  morning. 

THE  RABBIT  DANCE 

About  nine  o'clock  that  night  we  were  sittir 
about  the  fire,  when  from  the  near  woods  wj 
heard  a  tremendous  " tap  tap-taptrrr,"  so  loud  an 
so  near  that  we  all  jumped  and  stared  into  th 
darkness.  Again  it  came,  "tap-tap-tap  trrrrr, " 
regular  drum  tattoo. 

"What  is  that?"  we  all  exclaimed,  and  at  tha 
moment  a  large  Rabbit  darted  across  the  ope 
space  lighted  by  the  fire. 

Again  the  tattoo  and  another  Rabbit  dashe 
across.  Then  it  dawned  on  me  that  that  was  th 
young  Rabbit  signalling  to  his  friends.  He  wa 
iising  the  side  of  his  box  for  a  drum. 

Again  the  little  prisoner  rolled  his  signal  call,  an 
then  a  third  Snowshoe  Rabbit  appeared. 

"Look  at  all  the  RabbitsI"  exclaimed  my  ftiend 
"Where  is  my  gun?  " 

"No, "  I  said,  " you  don't  need  your  gun.  Wai 
and  see.  There  is  something  up.  That  littli 
chap  is  ringing  up  central. " 

"I  never  saw  so  many  together  in  til  my  life,' 
said  he.  Then  added:  "I've  got  an  acetylen 
lantern ;  perhaps  we  can  get  a  picture. " 


fkalo  by  E.  T.  StUm 
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As  soon  as  he  had  his  camera  and  lantern,  we 
went  cautiously  to  the  rabbity  side  of  the  wo<^  Is; 
several  ran  past  us.  Then  we  sat  down  on  a 
smooth  place.  My  friend  held  the  camera,  I  held 
the  light,  but  we  rested  both  on  the  ground.  Very- 
soon  a  Rabbit  darted  from  the  darkness  into  the 
great  cone  of  light  from  the  lantern,  gazed  at  that 
wonder  for  a  moment,  gave  a  "thump"  and  dis- 
appeared. Then  another  came;  then  two  or  three. 
They  gazed  into  this  unspeakably  dazzling  thing, 
then  one  gave  the  alarm  thimiping,  and  all  were 
lost  to  sight. 

But  they  came  again  and  in  ever-increasing  num- 
bers, 4,  5,  7,  8, 10  at  last,  now  in  plain  view, 
gazing  wildly  at  the  bright  light,  pushing  forward 
as  though  fascinated.  Some  two  or  three  so  close 
together  that  they  were  touching  each  other. 
Then  one  gave  the  thumping  alarm,  and  all  scat- 
tered like  leaves,  to  vani^  like  ghosts.  But  they 
came  back  again,  to  push  and  crawl  up  nearer  to 
that  blazing  wonder.  Some  of  the  back  ones  were 
skipping  about  but  the  front  ones  edged  up  in  a  sort 
of  wild-eyed  fascination.  Closer  and  closer  they 
got,  then  the  first  c  x  was  so  near  that  reaching  out 
to  smell  the  lantern  he  burnt  his  nose,  and  at  his 
alarm  thump,  all  disappeared  in  the  woods.  But 
th^  soon  returned  to  disport  again  in  that  am^fipg 
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brightness;  and  stimulated  by  the  light,  they 
danced  about,  chasing  each  other,  dodging  around 
in  large  drdes  till  one  of  the  outermost  leaped 
over  the  camera  box  and  another  following  him, 
leaped  up  and  sat  on  it.  My  friend  was  just 
behind,  hidden  by  the  light  in  front,  and  he  had  no 
trouble  in  dutdiing  th«  impudent  Rabbit  with 
both  hands.  Instantly  it  set  up  a  loud  squealing. 
The  other  Rabbits  gave  a  stamping  signal,  and 
in  a  moment  all  were  lost  in  the  woods,  but  the 
one  we  held.  Quickly  we  transported  it  to  another 
leatheroid  box,  intending  to  take  its  picture  in  the 
morning,  but  the  prisoner  had  a  means  of  attack 
that  I  had  not  counted  on.  Just  as  we  were  going 
to  sleep  he  began  with  his  front  feet  on  the 
resounding  box  and  beat  a  veritable  drum  tattoo 
of  alarm.  Every  one  in  camp  was  awakened,  and 
again,  as  we  were  dropping  of!,  the  camp  was 
roused  by  another  loud  "tattoo."  For  nearly 
two  hours  this  went  on;  then,  about  midnight, 
utterly  unable  to  sleep,  I  arose  and  let  the  drum- 
mer go  about  his  business,  do  anything  or  go 
anywhere,  so  only  he  would  be  qrnet  and  let  us 
attend  to  ours. 

Next  morning  I  photographed  the  little  Bunny, 
and  set  him  free  to  join  his  kin.  It  is  a  surprising 
(act  that  though  we  speat  two  weeks  in  this  valley, 
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and  a  month  in  those  mountains,  we  did  not  see 
another  wild  Rabbit. 
This  incident  is  unique  in  my  experience.  It  it 

the  only  time  when  I  found  the  Snowshoe  Hares 
gathered  for  a  social  purpose,  and  is  the  only  ap- 
proach to  a  game  that  I  ever  heard  of  among 
theni< 

THK  GHOST  KABBIT 

An  entirely  different  side  of  Rabbit  life  is  seen 
in  another  mysterious  incident  that  I  have  never 

been  able  to  explain. 

At  one  tune  when  I  lived  in  Uwtario,  I  .had  a 
very  good  hound  that  was  trained  to  follow  all 
Idnds  of  trails.  I  used  to  take  him  out  in  the 
woods  at  night,  give  him  general  instructions  "to 
go  ahead,  and  report  everything  afoot";  then  sit 
down  on  a  log  to  listen  to  his  reports.  And  he 
made  than  with  remarkable  promptness.  Slight 
differences  in  his  bark,  and  the  course  taken,  en- 
abled me  to  tell  at  once  whether  it  was  Fox,  Coon, 
Rabbit,  Skunk,  or  other  local  game.  And  his 
peculiar  falsetto  yelp  when  the  creature  treed,  was 
a  joyful  invitation  to  "come  and  see  for  yourself.** 

The  hoimd's  bark  for  a  Fox  was  deep,  strong, 
and  at  regular  intervals  as  befitted  the  strong 
trail,  and  the  straightaway  run.  But  for  a  Rablnt 
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it  was  broken,  uncertain,  irregular  and  rarely  a 
good  deep  bay. 

One  night  the  dog  bawled  in  his  usual  way, 
"Rabbit,  Rabbit,  Rabbit,"  and  soon  leaving 
the  woods  he  crossed  an  open  field  where  the 
mooit  shone  brightly,  and  I  could  easily  see  to 
follow.  Still  yelping'  "Rabbit,  Rabbit,  Rabbit," 
he  dashed  into  a  bramble  thicket  in  the  middle 
of  the  field.  But  at  once  he  dashed  out  again 
shrieking,  "PoUcel  HelpI  Murderl"  and  took 
refuge  behind  me,  cowering  up  against  my  legs. 
At  the  same  moment  from  the  side  of  that  bramble 
thicket  there  went  out— a  Rabbit.  Yes,  a  com- 
mon Rabbit  all  right,  but  it  was  a  snow-white  one. 
The  first  albino  Cottontail  I  had  ever  seen,  and 
apparently  the  first  albino  Cottontail  that*  Ranger 
had  ever  seen.  Dogs  are  not  supposed  to  be  su- 
perstitious, but  on  that  occasion  Ranger  behaved 
exactly  as  though  he  thought  that  he  had  seen  a 
ghost. 

A  NARllOW-OAUOE  MULE  —  THE  PRAIRIE  HARE 

One  has  to  see  this  creature  with  its  great  flop- 
ping ears,  and  its  stiff-legged  jumpmg  like  a  buck- 
ing mule,  to  realize  the  aptness  of  its  Western 
nickname. 

•It  proved  IMW  to  bt  M        doaotk  labblt  nawOd. 
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As  it  bounds  away  from  your  pathway  its 
bushy  snow-white  tail  and  the  white  behind  the 
black-tipped  ears  will  point  out  plainly  that 
it  is  neither  the  Texas  Jackrabbit  nor  the  Rocky 
Mountain  Cottontail,  but  the  White-tailed  Jack- 
rabbit,  the  finest  of  all  our  Hares. 

I  have  met  it  in  woods,  mountains,  and  prairies, 
from  California  to  Manitoba  and  found  it  the 
wildest  of  its  race  and  almost  impossible  of  ap- 
proach; except  in  the  great  exceptional  spot,  the 
Yellowstone  Park.  Here  in  the  August  of  191 2 
I  met  with  two,  close  to  the  Mammoth  Hot 
Springs  Hotel.  At  a  distance  of  thirty  feet  they 
gave  me  good  chances  to  take  pictures,  and  though 
the  light  was  very  bad  I  made  a  couple  of  snaps. 
Fifteen  years  ago,  when  first  I  roamed  in  the  Park, 
the  Prairie  Hare  was  exceedingly  rare,  but  now, 
like  so  many  of  the  wild  folk,  it  has  become  quite 
common.  Another  evidmce  of  the  efficacy  of 
protection. 

This  silvery-gray  creature  turns  pure  white  in 
the  winter,  when  the  snow  mantle  of  his  range 
m^t  otherwise  make  it  too  conspidotis. 

THE   BUMP   OF   MOSS  THAT  SQUEAKS 

No  matter  bow  horrible  a  certain  climate  or 
iurroimdings  may  seem  to  us,  they  are  sure  to  be 
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the  ideal  of  some  wild  creature,  its  very  dream  of 
bliss.  I  suppose  that  slide  rock,  away  up  in 
cold,  bleak,  windy  country  above  the  timber-line, 
is  absolutely  the  unloveliest  landscape  and  most 
repulsive  home  groimd  that  a  man  coidd  find  in 
the  mountains  and  yet  it  is  the  paradise,  the 
perfect  place  of  a  wonderful  little  creature  that  is 
found  on  the  high  peaks  of  the  Rockies  from  Cali- 
fornia to  Alaska. 

It  is  not  eq)eciaUy  abundant  in  the  Yellowstone 
Park,  but  it  was  there  that  first  I  made  its  acquaint- 
ance, and  Easterners  will  meet  with  it  in  the  great 
Reserve  more  often  than  in  all  other  parts  of  its 
range  put  tc^ther. 

As  one  reaches  the  Golden  Gate,  near  Mammoth 
Hot  Springs,  many  little  animals  of  the  Ground- 
squirrel  group  are  seen  running  about,  and  from 
the  distance  comes  a  peculiar  cry,  a  short  squeak 
uttered  every  ten  or  fifteen  seconds.  You  stapf 
perhaps  search  with  your  eye  the  remote  hillside, 
but  you  are  looking  too  far  afield.  Glance  toward 
the  tumbled  rock  i»les,  lock  at  every  hi^  pdnt. 
1  here  on  top  of  one  you  note  a  little  gray  lump,  like 
a  bump  of  moss,  the  size  of  your  fist,  clinging  to  the 
point  of  the  rock.  Fix  your  glasses  on  it,  and  you 
will  Me  plainly  tiuit  the  squeak  is  made  by  this 
tiny  oestttie,  fflce  a  quarter-grown  Rabbit  with 
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short,  round,  white- rimmed  ears  and  no  visible  tail. 
This  is  the  curious  Httle  animal  that  cannot  be 
happy  anywhere  but  in  the  slide  rock;  this  is  the 
Calling  Hare.  "Little  Chief  Hare"  is  its  Indian 
name,  but  it  has  many  others  of  much  currency, 
such  as  "Pika,"  and  "Starved  Rat,"  the  latter 
because  it  is  never  fat.  The  driver  calls  it  a 
"  Coney, "  or  "  Rock  Rabbit. "  In  its  colour,  size, 
shape,  and  habits  it  differs  from  all  other  crea- 
tures in  the  region;  it  is  impossible  to  mistake  it. 
Though  a  distant  kinsman  of  the  Rabbits,  it  k 
unlike  them  in  looks  and  ways.  Thus  it  has,  as 
noted,  the  very  un-rabbit-like  habit  of  squeaking 
from  some  hi£^  k)okout.  This  is  doubtton  a  call 
of  alarm  to  let  the  rest  of  the  company  know  that 
there  is  danger  about,  for  the  Coney  is  a  gregarious 
creature;  there  may  be  a  hundred  of  them  in  the 
rock-slide. 

Some  years  ago,  in  Colorado,  I  sketched  <Mie  of 
the  Coneys  by  help  of  a  field  glass.  He  was  putting 
all  the  force  of  his  energetic  little  soul  into  the 
utterance  of  an  alarm  cry  for  the  benefit  ol  his 

people. 

But  the  most  interesting  habit  of  this  un-rabfaity 
Rabbit  is  its  way  of  preparing  for  winter. 

When  the  grass,  the  mountain  dandelions,  and 
the  peavines  are  at  their  best  growth  for  making 
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hay,  the  Coney,  with  his  kind,  goes  warily  from  his 
stronghold  in  ihe  rocks  to  the  nearest  stretch  of 
herbage,  and  there  cuts  as  much  as  he  can  carry  of 
the  richest  growths;  then  laden  with  a  bundle  as 
big  as  himself,  and  very  much  longer,  he  makes 
for  the  rocks,  and  on  some  flat  open  place  spreads 
the  herbage  out  to  be  cured  for  his  winter  hay. 
Out  in  full  blaze  of  the  sun  he  leave  it,  and  if  some 
inconsiderate  rock  comes  in  between,  to  cast  a 
shadow  on  his  hay  a-curing,  he  moves  the  one  that 
is  easiest  to  move;  he  never  neglects  his  hay. 
When  dry  enough  to  be  safe,  he  packs  it  away  into 
his  bam,  the  bam  being  a  sheltered  crevice  in  the 
rocks  where  the  weather  cannot  harm  it,  and 
where  it  will  continue  good  until  the  winter  time, 
when  otherwise  there  would  be  a  sad  pinch  of 
famine  in  the  Coney  world.  The  trappers  say 
that  they  can  tell  whether  the  winter  w:Ul  be  hard 
or  open  by  the  amount  of  food  stored  up  in  the 
Coney  barns. 

Many  a  one  of  these  I  have  examined  in  the 
mountains  of  British  Coltmibia  and  Colorado,  as 
weU  as  in  the  Park.  The  quantity  <rf  hay  in  them 
varies  from  what  might  fill  a  peck  measure  to  what 
would  make  a  huge  armful.  Among  the  food 
plants  used,  I  found  many  species  of  grass,  thistle, 
meadow-rue,  peavine,  heath,  and  the  loives  of 
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several  composite  plants.  I  suspect  that  fuller 
observations  will  show  that  they  use  every  herb 
not  actually  poisonous,  that  grows  in  the  vicinity 
of  their  citadel.  More  than  one  of  these  wads  of 
hay  had  in  the  middle  of  it  a  nest  or  hollow;  not,  I 
suspect,  the  home  nest  where  the  young  are  raised, 
but  a  sort  of  winter  restaurant  where  they  could  go 
while  the  ground  was  covered  with  snow,  and 
sitting  in  the  midst  of  their  provisions,  eat  to  their 
heart's  content. 

It  is  not  unlikely  that  in  this  we  sfe  the  growth 
of  the  storage  habit,  beginning  first  with  a  warm 
nest  of  hay,  which  it  was  found  could  be  utilized 
for  food  when  none  other  was  available.  The  fact 
that  these  bams  are  used  year  after  year  is  shown 
by  the  abundance  of  pellets  in  several  layers  which 
were  found  in  and  about  them. 


A  very  wise  little  people  is  this  little  people  of 
the  Rocks.  Not  only  do  they  realize  that  in  sum- 
mar  they  must  prepare  for  winter,  but  they  know 
how  to  face  a  present  crisis,  however  unexpected. 
To  appreciate  the  following  instance,  we  must 
remember  that  the  central  thought  in  the  Coney's 
Kfe  is  his  "grub  pile"  for  winter  use,  and  next  that 
he  is  a  strictly  daytime  animal  I  hAve  often  slept 
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near  a  Coney  settlement  and  never  heard  a  sound  or 
seen  a  sign  of  their  being  about  after  dark.  Never- 
theless, Merriam  tells  us  that  he  and  V«mon  Bailey 

once  carried  their  blankets  up  to  a  Coney  colony 
above  timber-line  in  the  Salmon  River  Mountains 
of  Idaho,  intending  to  spend  the  night  there  and  to 
study  the  Coneys  whose  piles  of  hay  were  visible 
in  all  directions  on  their  rocks.  As  this  was  about 
the  first  of  September,  it  was  natural  to  expect  fair 
weather  and  a  complete  curing  of  the  hay  in  a  week 
or  so.  But  a  fierce  storm  set  in  with  the  descend- 
ing night.  The  rain  changed  to  hail  and  then  to 
snow,  and  much  to  the  surprise  of  the  naturalists, 
they  heard  the  squeak  of  the  Coneys  all  night  long. 

These  animab  love  the  sunshine,  the  warmth  and 
the  daylight,  and  dread  cold  and  darkness  as  much 
as  we  do.  It  must  have  been  a  bitter  experience 
when  at  the  call  of  the  older  ones  every  little  Coney 
had  to  tumble  out  of  his  warm  bed  in  the  chill 
black  hours  and  face  the  driving  sleet  to  save  the 
winter's  supplies.  But  tumble  out  they  did,  and 
overtime  they  worked,  hard  and  well,  for  when 
the  morning  dawned  the  sUde-rock  and  the  whok 
world  was  covered  deep  in  snow,  but  every  hay- 
cock had  been  removed  to  a  safer  place  under  the 
rocks,  and  the  wisdom  of  the  Coney  once  more  ex- 
emplified, with  adequate  energy  to  make  it  effective. 


Tlic  Rabbits  \nd  their  Habits 

HIS  SAFETY        IN     IIK   KOl  KS 

No  one  has  ever  yci  lound  tin  ^onu  ,.  t  of  ihe 
Calling  Hare.  It  is  so  sen  rely  r.  ^fien  under 
rocks,  and  in  galleries  below  rocf  ihiii  a;!  attempts 
•  die  it  out  have  thu^  far  U  iled.  knw  of 
sever  !  men,  noi  mention  Bca^s,  B-^is^, 
Wolverines,  and  Grizzlier  who  -  ^  e  e:  sa  cc  to 
unearth  the  secret  vi  *hc  mey'  ler  r->l- 
lowing  or,  tlic  rail  d  '  ley  t"  bh.  <^"- 
risively  at  mt  near  Pai,ua.  Peak,  oL,  .-  ;a« 
at  once  to  roll  rodu  aside  in  un  effort  foU  mt 
home  to  his  der  .  The  Harther  I  w  m  t  i 
satisfaction  I  foui.  '  nr    rtai       'I  rai 

more  and  more  as  lab^  .  ed.  Onct  )<<  jm 
far  below  me  I  sxd  a  ckin^  v  aeak.  chat 
spurred  me  op  .  but     it  t     c  When  abaat 

tv  tons  f  r(  had  n  rer  ov  as  baffled. 
1  iiere  were  hai  .  dozei.  x)ssibie  L  es  oi  continua* 
tion.  and wUle  I  paufsr  '  to  w-ipe  tt'^  honeft  swest" 
from  my  well  MUi  Hrow,  T  rd  behind  me 
the  "weaK,"    v,  ak,    of    '  d    ^  tlr  u^h 

giving  his  estiiiiate  of  my  uon,     d  I  de> 

acrwd    im— I  suppose  tt       me  —  ca  a  rock 

>int  hen  rrtuss-bu'  p  affea&  dx  aky  'imt  away 
tf  -  Ir''        jly,  I      er.*!    f  t'  moss-btmip 

jvtu  !e  '  tin  >.  sque*^  was  ^t  upon  the 
3  r.   I    L  not  ur  e  tc  ear  dbm  the  whole  OMMm- 
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tain,  so  I  did  as  my  betters,  the  Bears  and  Badgers 
have  done  before  me,  I  gave  it  up.  I  had  at  least 
found  out  why  the  Coney  avoids  the  pleasant 
prairie  and  the  fertile  banks,  and  I  finished  with  a 
new  and  profounder  understanding  of  the  Scripture 
text  which  says  in  effect,  "As  for  the  Coney,  his 
lafe  refuge  is  in  the  rocks." 
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IT  IS  always  worth  while  to  cultivate  the  old 
guides.  Young  guides  are  often  fresh  and 
shallow,  but  the  quiet  old  feUows,  that  have 
spent  their  lives  in  the  mountains,  must  be 
good  or  they  could  not  stay  in  the  business;  and 
they  have  seen  so  much  and  been  so  far  that  they 
are  like  rare  tM  maauacript  volumes,  difficult  to 
read,  but  unique  and  full  of  value.  It  is  not  easy 
to  get  them  to  talk,  but  there  is  a  combination  that 
often  does  it.  First,  show  yourself  worthy  of  their 
respect  by  holding  up  your  end,  be  it  in  an  aO-day 
climb  or  breakneck  ride;  then  at  night,  after  the 
others  have  gone  to  bed,  you  sit  while  the  old  guide 
smokes,  and  by  a  few  brief  questions  and  full 
attentiim,  show  that  you  vahie  any  obwrvatkos 
he  may  choose  to  make.  Many  haj^y  hours  and 
much  important  information  have  bc€n  my  reward 
f<»  just  such  cautious  play,  and  often  as  we  sat, 
there  flitted  past,  in  the  dim  light,  the  aknt  shad- 
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owy  forms  of  the  campfire  ghosts.  Swift,  not 
twinkling,  but  loommg  light  and  fading,  absolutely- 
silent.  Smnetimes  approaching  so  near  that  tlw 
stiU  watcher  can  get  the  glint  of  beady  eyes  or 
even  of  a  snowy  breast,  for  these  ghosts  are  merely 
the  conunon  Mice  of  the  mountains,  abounding 
in  every  part  of  the  West. 

There  are  half  a  dozen  different  kinds,  yet  most 
travellers  will  be  inclinded  to  bunch  them  all,  and 
pass  them  by  as  mere  Mice.  But  they  are  worthy 
of  better  treatment.  Three,  at  least,  are  so  differ- 
ent in  form  and  ways  that  you  should  remmber 
them  by  their  names. 

First  is  the  WhiUjooied  or  Deer-mouse.  This  is 
the  one  that  you  find  in  the  coffee  pot  or  the  water 
bucket  in  the  morning;  this  is  the  one  that  skips 
out  of  the  "grub  box"  when  the  coo':  begins  break- 
fast; and  this  is  the  one  that  runs  over  your  face 
with  its  cold  feet  as  you  sleep  nights.  It  is  one  of 
the  most  widely  diffused  mammals  in  North  Amer- 
ica to-day,  and  probably  the  most  numerous. 

It  is  an  elegant  little  creature,  with  large,  lustrous 
black  eyes  like  those  of  a  Deer,  a  fact  which,  com- 
bined with  its  large  ears,  the  fawn-coloured  back, 
and  the  pure  white  breast,  has  given  it  tiie  name 
of  "Deer-mouse. "  It  b  noted  for  drumming  with 
one  foot  as  a  call  to  its  mate,  and  for  uttering  a 
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succession  of  squeaks  and  trills  that  serve  it  as  a 
song. 

Sometimes  its  nest  is  underground;  and  some- 
times in  a  tree,  whence  the  name  Tree-mouse.  It 
breeds  several  times  in  a  year  and  does  not  hiber- 
nate, so  is  compelled  to  lay  up  stores  of  food  for 
winter  use.  To  help  it  in  doing  this  it  has  a  very 
convenicni  pair  of  capacious  pockets,  one  in  each 
cheek,  opening  into  the  mouth. 

THE  JUMPING  MOUSE 

He  glides  around  the  fire  much  as  the  others  do, 
but  at  the  approach  of  danger,  he  simply  fires 
Umself  out  of  a  catapiUt,  afar  into  the  night 
Eight  or  ten  feet  he  can  cover  in  one  of  these  bounds 
and  he  can,  and  does,  repeat  them  as  often  as 
necessary.  How  he  avoids  knocking  out  his  own 
brains  in  his  travds  I  have  not  hcea  able  to  under- 
stand. 

This  is  the  New  World  counterpart  of  the 
Jerboa,  so  familiar  in  our  school  books  as  a  sort  of 
duninutive  but  gk»ified  kangaroo  that  £t«iuents 
the  great  Pyramids.  It  is  so  like  a  Jerboa  in  build 
and  behaviour  that  I  was  greatly  surprised  and 
gratified  to  find  my  scientist  friends  quite  willing 
that  I  should  style  it  the  American  representative 
of  tht  African  group. 
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The  country  folk  ir.  the  East  will  tell  you  that 
there  are  "seven  sleepers"  in  our  woods,  and  enu- 
merate them  thus:  the  Bear,  the  Co<m,  the  Skunk, 
the  Woodchuck,  the  Chipmunk,  the  Bat,  and  the 
Jumping  Mouse.  All  are  good  examples,  but  the 
longest,  soundest  sleeper  of  the  whole  sonmolent 
brotheriiood  is  the  Jumping  Mome.  We^  before 
siunmer  is  ended  it  has  prepared  a  warm  nest  deep 
underground,  beyond  the  reach  of  cold  or  rain,  and 
before  the  early  frost  has  nipped  the  aster,  the 
Jumjttng  Mouse  and  his  wife  curl  up  with  their 
long  tails  around  themselves  like  cords  on  a  spool, 
and  sleep  the  deadest  kind  of  a  dead  sleep,  unbroken 
by  even  a  snore,  until  summer  is  again  in  the  land, 
and  frost  and  snow  unknown.  This  means  at  least 
seven  months  on  the  Yellowstone. 

Since  the  creature  is  chiefly  nocturnal,  the  travel- 
ler is  not  likely  to  see  it,  excepting  Ute  at  nJ^t 
when  venturesome  individuals  often  come  cnqping 
about  the  campfire,  looking  for  saaps  or  crumbs; 
or  sometimes  other  reckless  youngsters  of  the  race, 
going  forth  to  se^  their  fortunes,  are  found  drowned 
la  the  tanks  or  wells  about  the  hotels. 

Here  is  a  diagram  of  a  Jumper  in  the  act  of  living 
up  to  its  reputation.  And  at  once  one  asks  what 
b  the  reason  for  this  interminable  tail.  The  an- 
•wer  it,  it  ia  the  tafl  to  the  kit«,  the  feathering  to 
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the  arrow;  and  observation  shows  that  a  Jumping 
Mouse  that  has  lost  its  tail  is  almost  helpless  to 
«8cape  from  danger.  A  good  naturalist  record* 
that  one  indhridttal  that  wu  de-tailed  by  a  mowing 
machine,  jumped  frantically  and  far.  but  had  no 
control  of  the  direction,  and  just  &s  often  as  not 
went  straight  up  or  Uuided  wrong  end  to,  and 
tometimes  oo  a  seccmd  bouiui  was  back  wbeteithad 
started  from. 

It  is  very  safe  to  say  that  all  unusual  develop- 
ments serve  a  very  vital  purpose  in  the  life- of  the 
cieatttre,batwe  are  not  always  so  foctvnate  as  in 
ttis  case,  to  know  what  that  puxpoie  is. 

m  CALUMO  MOUSB 

One  day  fifteen  years  ago  I  was  sitting  on  a  low 
banknear  Baronett's  Bridge  across  the  Yellowstone, 
a  mile  and  a  half  from  Yancey's.  The  bank  v/as  in 
an  open  place,  remote  from  diffs  or  thick  woods;  it 
was  high,  dry,  and  dotted  with  bolea  of  rather 
burger  than  field-mouse  size,  which  were  further 
peculiar  in  that  most  of  them  went  straight  down 
and  none  was  connected  with  any  visible  overland 
nmways. 

All  of  which  is  secondary  to  the  fact  that  I  was 
led  to  the  bank  by  a  peculiar  bleating  noisclSw  the 
"weak"  of  s  OaObg  Bare,  but  h^^  p«HM 
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At  I  passed  the  place  the  squeakers  were  left 

behind  m  and  so  at  last  I  traced  the  noise  to  some 
creature  underground.  But  what  it  was  I  could 
not  see  or  determine.  I  knew  only  itam  the  iize  ol 
the  hole  it  mutt  be  as  small  as  a  Mouse. 

Not  far  away  from  this  I  drew  some  tracks  I 
found  in  the  dust,  and  later  when  I  showed  the 
drawing,  and  told  the  story  to  a  naturalist  friend, 
he  lakl:  "  I  had  the  same  experience  in  that  coun- 
try once,  and  was  pu/.zlcd  until  I  found  out  by 
keeping  a  captive  that  the  creature  in  the  bank  was 
a  Grasshopper  Mouse  or  a  Calling  Mouse,  and 
those  in  your  drawing  are  its  trades. " 

At  one  time  it  was  considered  an  extremely  rare 
animal,  but  now,  having  discovered  its  range,  we 
know  it  to  be  quite  abundant.  In  northmi  New 
Mexico  I  found  one  species  so  coiumim  in  the  corn- 
field that  I  could  catch  two  or  thrct  every  night 
with  a  few  mousetraps.  But  it  is  scarce  on  the 
Yellowstone,  and  all  my  attempts  to  trap  it  were 
frustrated  by  the  much  more  abundant  Deer-micei 
which  sprang  the  bait  and  sacrificed  themaetves, 
every  time  I  tried  for  the  Squeaker. 

In  the  fail  of  xgxa  I  was  staying  at  Standing 
Rock  Agency  in  North  Dakota.  On  the  broken 
ground,  between  the  river  and  the  high  level  prairie, 
I  noted  a  ridge  with  holes  exactly  like  those  I  bad 
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ttea  on  the  Yellowstone.  A  faint  squeak  under- 
ground gave  additional  and  corroborative  evidence. 
So  I  set  a  trap  and  next  night  had  a  specimen  of 
the  Squeakor  as  well  M  a  couple  of  the  oam^maeiit 
Deer-mice. 

Doubtless  the  Calling  Mouse  has  an  interesting 
and  peculiar  life  hi'story,  but  little  is  known  of  it 
except  that  it  dwells  on  the  dry  plains,  is  a  caller  by 
habit;  —  through  not  around  the  campfire  —  it 
feeds  largely  on  grasshoppers,  and  is  in  mortal 
terror  of  ants. 


s8i 


XI 

Sneak-cats 
Big  and  Small 


XI 

Sneak-eats— Big  and  Small 


I 


i 


i 


7*0X7  may  ride  five  hundred  miles  taaoag  ^ 


mountains,  in  a  country  where  these  beasts 


of  prty  abound,  and  yet  see  never  a  hair  of 
a  living  N\  iidcat.  But  how  many  do  you  suppose  see 
you?  Peeping  from  a  thicket,  near  the  trail, 
glimpsing  you  across  some  open  valley  in  the 
mountains,  or  inspecting  you  from  varitm?  points 
as  you  recline  by  the  campiirc.  they  size 
you  up  and  decide  they  want  no  nearer  deal- 
ings with  you;  you  are  had  medicine,  a  thing 
to  be  eluded.  And  ohl  how  clever  they  are  at 
eluding  us. 

If  you  turn  out  the  biggest  Lynx  <m  thesmoc^hest 
prairie  you  ever  saw,  he  will  efTace  himself  before 
yon  count  twenty.  The  grass  may  be  but  three 
inches  high  and  tiie  Lynx  twenty- three,  but  he 
wfil  mdt  into  it,  and  wholly  eacape  the  seardihig 
eyes  of  the  keenest.  One  would  not  think  an 
empty  skin  could  lie  more  flat  Add  to  this  the 
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silent  sinuosity  of  his  glide;  he  seems  to  oo» 
around  the  bumps  and  stumps,  and  bottle  up  bis 
frightful  energy  for  the  final  fearsome  leap.  His 

whole  makeup  is  sacrificed  to  efficiency  ia  that 
leap;  on  that  depends  his  life;  his  very  existence 
turns  on  the  wondrous  perfection  of  the  sneak,  of 
which  the  leap  is  the  culmination.  Hunters  in  all 

parts  where  these  creatures  abound,  agree  in  calling 
Wildcat,  Lynx,  and  Cougar  by  the  undignified  but 
descriptive  name  of  Sneak-cat. 

THE  BOBCAT  OR  MOUNTAIN  WILDCAT 

The  Wildcat  of  Europe,  and  of  literature,  is  a 
creature  of  almost  unparalleled  ferocity.  Our  own 
Wildcat  is  three  thnes  as  big  and  heavy,  so  many 
persons  assume  that  it  is  thriie  times  as  ferocious, 
and  therefore  to  be  urcadtd  almost  like  a  Tiger. 
The  fact  is,  the  American  Wildcat  or  Bobcat  is  a 
very  shy  creature,  really  to  run  from  a  very  small 
dog,  never  facing  a  man  and  rarely  killing  anything 
bigger  tlian  a  Rabbit. 

I  never  saw  but  one  Bobcat  in  the  Yellow- 
stcme  Park,  and  that  was  not  in  the  Paric,  but 
at  Gardiner  where  it  was  held  a  captive.  But 
it  came  from  the  Park,  and  the  guides  tell  me 
that  the  species  is  quite  common  in  some 
locattties. 
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It  is  readily  recognized  by  its  cat-like  form  and 
its  short  or  bob-tail,  whence  its  name. 

UISUNDERSTOOO  —  THE  CANADA  LYNX 

The  southern  part  of  North  America  is  occupied 
by  Bobcats  of  various  kinds,  the  northern  part  by 
Lynxes,  their  very  near  kin,  and  there  is  a  oanow 
belt  of  middle  territory  occupied  by  both.  Tht 
Yellowstone  Park  happens  to  be  in  that  belt,  so  we 
find  here  both  the  Moimtain  Bobcat  and  the 
Canada  Lynx. 

I  remember  well  three  scenes  from  my  childhood 
days  in  Canada,  in  which  this  animal  was  the 
central  figure.  A  timid  neighbour  of  ours  was  sur- 
prised one  day  to  see  a  large  Lynx  come  out  of  the 
woods  in  broad  daylight,  and  walk  toward  his 
house.  He  went  inside,  got  his  gun,  opened  the 
door  a  little,  and  knelt  down.  The  Lynx  walked 
aroturd  the  house  at  about  forty  yards  (Ustance,  the 
man  covering  it  with  the  gun  most  of  the  time,  but 
his  hand  was  shaking,  the  gun  was  wabbling,  and  he 
was  tormeiited  with  the  thought,  "What  if  I  miss, 
then  that  brute  will  come  right  at  me,  and  then, 
oh,  dear!  what?" 

He  had  not  the  nerve  to  fire  and  the  Lynx  walked 
back  to  the  woods.  How  well  I  remember  that 
man.  A  kiad-hearted,  good  feUow,  but  ohi  to 
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tiodd.  Ki  neighboura  guyed  him  about  it, 
until  at  last  he  lokl  out  hi»  farm  and  joined  the 

ministry. 

The  next  scene  was  similar.  Two  men  fwe  oat 

Coon-hunting,  when  their  dogs  treed  something. 
A  blazing  fire  soon  made,  showed  plainly  aloft 
in  the  tree  the  whiskered  head  of  a  Lynx.  The 
younger  man  levelled  his  gun  at  It,  but  the  oth« 
dung  to  his  arm  begging  him  to  come  away,  re- 
minding him  that  both  had  families  dependent 
on  them,  and  earnestly  protesting  that  the  Lynx,  if 
wounded,  would  certainly  come  down  and  UU  the 
whole  outfit. 

The  third  was  wholly  different.  In  broad 
daylight  a  Lynx  came  out  of  the  woods  near  a 
setUer's  house,  entered  the  pasture  and  seised  a 
lamb.  The  good  wife  heard  the  noise  of  the  sheep 
rushing,  and  went  out  in  time  to  see  the  Lynx 
dragging  the  victim.  She  seized  a  stick  and  went 
for  the  robber.  He  growled  defiantly,  but  at  the 
first  blow  of  the  stick  he  dropped  the  lamb  and  ran. 
Then  that  plucky  woman  carried  the  iamb  to  the 
house;  finding  four  deep  cuts  iu  its  neck  she  sewed 
them  up,  and  after  a  few  days  ol  careful  nursing 
restored  the  woolly  one  to  its  mother,  fuUy  re- 
covered. 

The  first  two  incidents  illustrate  the  crazy  ideaa 
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that  tone  foils  hvm  abovt  tht  Lynx,  and  the  test 
shows  what  tlie  real  character  of  the  animal  Is. 

I  have  once  or  twice  been  followed  by  Lynxes, 
but  I  am  sure  it  was  merely  out  of  curiosity.  Many 
timet  I  have  met  them  in  the  woods  at  dose  range 

and  t  il  h  time  they  have  gazed  at  me  in  a  sort  of 
mild  eyed  wonder.  There  was  no  trace  of  ferodty 
in  the  gaze,  but  rather  of  innocent  confidence. 

The  car^st  meeting  I  ever  had  with  a  Lynx 
I  shall  remember  when  all  the  other  meetings  have 
been  dimmed  by  time,  but  I  have  used  the  incident 
without  embellishment  in  the  early  part  of  "Two 
Little  Savages,"  so  shall  not  repeat  it  here. 

Tms   SQYEST   xraNG  IN  THE  WOODS  —  MOUNTAIN 
UON,  FUMA  OX  COUOAX 

Reference  to  the  official  report  shows  that  there 

are  about  one  hundred  Mountain  Lions  now  rang- 
ing the  Yellowstone  Park.  And  yet  one  is  very 
safe  in  believing  that  not  twenty-five  persons  of 
those  living  in  the  Park  have  evor  seen  one. 

By  way  of  contrast,  the  report  gives  the  number 
of  Blackbear  at  the  same  —  about  one  hundred  — 
und  yet  every  one  living  in  the  Park  or  passing 
.  through,  has  seen  scenes  of  Bears. 

Why  this  difference?  Chiefly  owing  to  thdr 
req)ective  habits.  The  Cougar  is  the  most  du: 
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ave,  sneaking,  adroit  hider,  and  shyest  thing  in 
the  woods.  I  have  camped  for  twenty-five  years  in 
its  country  and  have  never  yet  seen  a  wild  Cougar. 
Ahnost  never  are  they  found  without  d<^  spedaHly 
trained  to  trail  md  hunt  them. 

Although  I  have  never  seen  a  Cougar  at  large, 
It  is  quite  certain  that  many  a  one  has  watched  me. 
Yes!  even  in  the  Yellowstone  Park.  Remember 
this,  oh  traveller,  sitting  in  front  of  the  Mammoth 
Hot  Springs  Hotel!  you  are  in  sight  of  two  famous 
Cougar  haunts— Mt.  Evarts  and  Bunsen  Peak,  and 
the  chances  are  that,  as  you  sit  and  perhaps  read 
these  lines,  a  Cougar  lolling  gray-brown  among  the 
gray-brown  rocks  of  the  mountain  opposite,  is  calmly 
surveying  all  the  world  about,  including  yourself. 

K  you  consult  the  witching  contraband  books 
that  we  of  a  bygone  age  used  to  read  surreptitiously 
in  school  hours,  you  will  learn  that  "the  Cougar  is 
a  fearsome  beast  of  invincible  prowess.  He  can 
kill  a  Buffalo  or  an  ox  with  a  blow  of  his  paw,  and 
run  off  with  it  at  full  speed  or  carry  it  up  a  tree  to 
devour,  and  he  is  by  choice  a  man-cater.  Com- 
monly  uttering  the  cry  of  a  woman  in  distress  to 
decoy  the  gallant  victim  to  his  doom. "  If,  on  the 
other  hand,  you'consult  some  careful  natural  his- 
tories, or  one  or  two  of  tne  seasoned  girides,  you 
kom  that  the  Cougar,  though  honlbfy  destructive 
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among  Deer,  sheep,  and  colts,  rarely  kills  a  larger 
prey,  and  never  is  known  to  attack  man. 

I  have  had  many  persons  take  exception  to  the 
last  statement,  and  give  contrary  proof  by  referring 
to  some  hair-lifting  incident  which  seemed  to  be  a 
refutation.  But  most  of  these  attacks  by  Cougars 
have  failed  to  stand  the  disintegrating  power  of  a 
carefully  focussed  searchlight. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  the  Cougar  is  addicted 
to  horseflesh,  as  his  scientific  name  implies  {hip- 
polestes=h.oTx  pirate).  He  will  go  a  long  way  to 
kill  a  colt,  and  several  supposed  cases  of  a  Cougar 
attacking  a  man  on  horseback  at  nhht  prove  to 
have  been  attacks  on  the  horse,  and  in  each  case  on 
discovering  the  man  the  Cougar  had  decamped. 

This  creature  is  alTo  possessed  of  a  strong  curi- 
osity and  many  times  is  known  to  have  followed  a 
man  in  the  woods  merely  to  study  the  queer  crea> 
tare,  but  without  intent  to  do  him  harm.  Never- 
theless the  timid  traveller  who  discovers  he  is 
"pursued  by  a  Cougar"  may  manage  to  persuade 
himself  that  he  has  had  a  hairbreadth  escape. 

THE  TIME  I  MET  A  LION 

A  newspaper  reporter  asked  me  once  for  a  story 
of  terrible  peril  from  our  wild  animals,  a  time 
"■whea  I  nearly  lost  my  life. " 
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My  answer  was,  "I  never  had  such  an  experi- 
ence. Danger  from  wild  animals  is  practically 
non-existent  in  America  to-day. " 

"Did  you  never  meet  a  Grizzly  or  a  Mountain 
Lion?"  he  asked. 

"Yes,  many  Grizzlies,  and  one  or  two  Lions. 
I've  had  one  look  me  over  while  I  slept,"  was  the 
answer. 

And  now  the  thrill-monger's  face  lighted  up,  he 
straightened  his  paper  and  stuck  his  pencil  in  his 
mouth  by  way  of  getting  ready,  and  ejaculated: 
"Say!  now  you're  getting  it;  let's  hear  the  details. 
Don't  spare  me!" 

"It  was  back  in  September,  1899, "  I  said.  "My 
wife  and  I  were  camping  in  the  high  Sierra  near  Mt. 
Tallac.  At  this  season  rain  b  unknown,  so  we  took 
no  tent.  Each  of  us  had  a  comfortable  rubber  bed 
and  we  placed  these  about  a  foot  or  two  apart.  In 
the  narrow  alley  between  we  put  a  waterproof 
canvas,  and  on  that  each  night  we  laid  the  guns. 

"We  had  a  couple  of  cowboys  to  look  after  the 
outfit.  A  fortnight  had  gone  by  with  sunny  skies 
and  calm  autumn  weather,  when  one  evening  it 
began  to  blow.  Black,  lumpy  clouds  came  up  from 
the  far-off  sea;  the  dust  went  whirling  in  little 
eddies,  and  when  the  sun  went  down  it  was  of  a 
sickly  yellowish.   The  horses  were  uneasy,  throw- 
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ing  up  their  noses,  snorting  softly  and  pricking 
their  ears  in  a  nervous  way. 

"Everything  promised  a  storm  in  spite  of  the 
rule  'no  rain  in  Septonber,'  and  we  huddkd  into 
our  tentless  beds  with  tttdi  piq)aratioa  as  we 
could  make  for  rain. 

"As  night  wore  on  the  windstorm  raged,  and 
one  or  two  heavy  droi^  ottered  down.  Thai 
there  was  a  loud  snort  or  two  and  a  plunge  of  the 
nearest  horse,  then  quiet. 

"Next  morning  we  foimd  every  horse  gone,  and 
haltors  and  ropes  bndcen,  while  deep  hooi^nints 
showed  the  violence  of  the  stampede  which  we  had 
scarcely  heard.  The  men  set  out  on  foot  after  the 
horses,  and  by  good  lurV,  recovered  all  within  a 
mile.  Meanwhile  I  made  a  caii^  study  of  the 
groimd,  and  soon  got  light.  For  there  were  the 
prints  of  a  huge  Mountain  Lion.  He  had  pro^/led 
into  camp,  coming  up  to  where  we  slept,  sneaked 
around  and  smdt  us  over,  and — I  think — walked 
down  the  alley  between  our  beds.  After  that, 
probably,  he  had  got  so  close  to  the  horses  that, 
inspired  by  terror  of  their  most  dreaded  foe,  they 
had  broken  all  bonds  and  stampeded  into  safety. 
Nevertheless,  though  the  horses  were  in  danger, 
there  can  be  no  question,  I  think,  that  we  were 
not." 


193 


The  reporter  thought  the  situation  more  serious 
than  I  did,  and  persisted  that  if  I  dug  in  my  mem- 
ory I  should  yet  recall  a  really  perilous  predica- 
ment, in  which  thanks  to  some  wild  brute,  I  was 
near  death's  door.  And  as  it  proved  he  was  right. 
I  had  nearly  forgotten  what  looked  like  a  hair- 
breadth escape. 

IN  PERIL  OF  MY  LIFE 

It  was  on  the  same  Sierra  trip.  Our  outfit  had 
been  Uving  for  weeks  among  the  tall  pines,  sub- 
sisting on  canned  goods;  and  when  at  length  we 
came  out  on  the  meadows  by  Leaf  Lake  we  found 
them  enlivened  by  a  small  herd  of  wikl  —  that  is, 
range-cattle. 

"Myl"  said  one  of  tbe  coiwboys,  "wouldn't  a 
little  fresh  milk  go  fine  after  all  that  ptomaine 
we've  been  feeding  on?" 

"There's  plenty  of  it  there;  help  yourself," 
saidL 

"I'd  soon  catch  one  if  I  knew  which,  and  wkU 
to  do  when  I  got  her,"  he  answered. 

Then  memories  of  boyhood  days  on  the  farm 
cam";  over  me  ami  I  said:  "IH  show  yon  a  cow  in 
mik,  and  I'll  milk  her  if  you'il  hold  her.*' 

"Agreed!  Which  is  the  one?" 

I  put  my  hands  up  to  my  mouth  and  let  off  a  long 
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bleat  like  a  calf  in  distress.  The  distant  rattle 
threw  up  their  heads  and  began  "snifiing." 
Another  bleat  and  three  cows  separated  from  the 
others;  two  ran  like  mad  into  the  woods,  the  third 
kept  throwing  her  head  this  way  and  that,  but 
not  running.  "That  one,"  I  said,  "is  your  cow. 
She's  in  milk  and  not  too  recently  come  in. " 

iThen  away  went  the  cowboys  to  do  their  part. 
The  herd  scattered  and  the  cow  tried  to  run,  but 
the  ponies  sailed  alongside,  the  lariats  whistled 
and  hi  a  flash  she  was  held  with  one  rope  around  her 
horns,  the  other  around  one  hind  leg.  f 

"Now's  your  chance  Milk-lady!"  they  shouted 
at  me,  and  forward  I  wen  pail  in  hand,  to  milk  that 
nortbg,  straining,  wild-^yed  thing.  She  tried  to 
hold  her  milk  up,  but  I  am  an  old  hand  at  that  work. 
She  never  ceased  trying  to  kick  at  me  with  her  free 
hind  leg,  so  I  had  to  watch  the  leg,  and  milk  away. 
The  high  pitched  "to««  to«e"  had  gradually  given 
place  to  the  low  "<50w  ttim**  of  the  two  streams 
cutting  the  foam  when  a  peculiar  smell  grew 
stronger  imtil  it  was  nothing  less  than  a  disgusting 
stench.  For  the  first  time  I  glanced  down  at  the 
milk  in  the  pail,  and  there  mstead  of  a  diiiq>led 
bank  of  snowy  foam  was  a  great  yeasty  mass  <rf 
yellowish  brown  streaked  wiih  blood. 

Hastily  rising  and  backing  off,  I  said:  "I've  got 
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plenty  of  milk  now  for  you  two.  The  rest  of  us 
don't  care  for  any.  Hold  on  tiU  I  get  back  to  the 
trees." 

Then,  when  I  was  safely  under  cover,  the  boys 
turned  the  cow  loose.  Of  course,  her  first  impulse 
was  revenge,  but  I  was  safe  and  those  mounted  men 
knew  how  to  handle  a  cow.  She  was  glad  to  run 
off. 

V  "There's  your  milk,"  I  said,  and  pointed  to  the 
pail  I  had  left.  Evidently  that  cow  had  been 
suffering  from  more  than  one  milk  malady.  The 
boys  npset  the  bloody  milk  right  tha»,  then  took 
the  pail  to  the  stream,  where  they  washed  it  well, 
and  back  to  camp,  where  we  scalded  it  out  several 
times. 

THE  DANGEROUS  NIGHT  VISITOR 

That  night  about  sundown,  just  as  we  finished 
supper,  there  came  from  the  near  prairie  the  mi^ty , 
portentous  rumbling  roar  of  a  bull — the  bellow 
that  he  utters  when  he  is  roused  to  fight,  the 
savage  roar  that  means  "I  smell  blood."  It  is 
one  of  those  tremendous  menacing  soimds  that 
never  fail  to  give  one  the  creeps  and  make  one  fed, 
ohi  so  ptmy  and  helpless. 

We  went  quietly  go  the  edge  of  the  timber  and 
there  was  the  monster  at  the  place  where  that  evil 
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milk  was  spilt,  tearing  up  the  ground  with  hoofs 
and  horns,  and  uttering  that  dreadful  war-bellow. 
The  cowboys  mounted  their  ponies,  and  gave  a 
good  demonstration  of  the  power  of  brains  in  the 
ruling  of  brawn.  They  took  that  bull  at  a  gallop 
a  mile  or  more  away,  they  admonished  him  -^'th 
somehardUcksof  aknotted-ropeandlefthf 
came  back,  and  after  a  while  we  all  tuxm  I  '  'or 
the  night. 

Just  as  we  were  forgetting  all  things,  the  sweet 
•ilence  of  the  camp  was  again  disturbed  by  that 
^^ep,  vibrating  organ  tone,  the  dietty  roaring  oi 

the  enraged  bull;  and  wo  sprang  up  to  see  the 
huge  brute  striding  in  the  moonlight,  coming  right 
into  camp,  lured  as  before  by  that  sinister  bkxxi 
trail. 

The  boys  arose  and  again  saddled  the  ready 
moimts.  Again  I  heard  the  thudding  of  heavy 
feet,  the  shouts  of  the  riders,  a  few  loud  snorts, 
followed  by  the  siteice; '  *  when  the  boys  came 
back  in  half  an  hoMr  we  .  .ed  up  onoe  more  and 
speedily  were  asleep. 

To  pass  the  ni^!<t  la  peace!  not  at  all.  Near 
midnigh '  xi:y  drean.  >  vitxe  mixed  with  earthquakes 
and  thunuc  ,  and  slowly  I  waked  to  feel  that  pon- 
derous bellow  running  along  the  ground,  and  setting 
my  legs  a-quiver.  ^  - 
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" Row  -ow-ow-  ow"  it  came,  and  shook meinto 
full  wakef\ilness  to  realize  that  that  awful  brute 
was  back  again.  He  could  not  resist  the  glorious, 
alluring  chance  to  come  and  get  awfully  mad  over 
that  "bluggy  milk."  Now  he  was  in  camp,  close 
at  hand;  the  whole  sky  seemed  blocked  out  and  the 
trees  a-shiver  as  he  came  on. 

" Row  -  mv  -  <no  '  cw"  he  rumbled,  also  snorted 
softly  as  he  came,  and  before  I  knew  it  he  walked 
down  the  narrow  space  between  our  beds  and  the 
wagon.  Had  I  jumped  up  and  yelled,  he,  whether 
mad  or  scared,  might  have  trampled  one  or  other 
of  us.  That  is  the  bull  of  it;  a  horse  steps  ovw. 
So  I  waited  in  trembling  silence  till  that  horrid 
"Row  -ow'ow-  m"  went  by.  ihen  I  arose  and 
yelled  with  all  my  power: 

"Louie!  FrankI  Help!  Here's  the  bull. "4 

The  boys  were  up  before  I  had  finished.  The 
ready  ponies  were  put  in  commission  in  less  than 
three  minutes.  Then  came  the  stampede,  the 
heavy  thudding,  the  loud  whacks  of  the  ropes,  and 
when  these  sounds  had  died  in  the  distance,  I  heard 
the  "pop,  pop  "  of  side  arms.  I  asked  no  questions, 
but  when  the  boys  came  back  and  sa^,  "well, 
you  bet  he  won't  be  here  again,"  I  belwved  them. 
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WHY  is  snoring  a  crime  at  nigiit  and  a  joke 
by  day?  It  seems  to  be  so,  and  the  com- 
mon sense  of  the  public  mind  so  views  it. 
In  the  September  of  191 2  I  went  with  a  good 
guide  and  a  party  of  friends,  to  the  region  southeast 
of  Ydlowstone  Lake.  This  is  quite  the  wildest 
part  of  the  Park;  it  is  the  farthest  possible  from 
human  dwellings,  and  in  it  the  animals  are  wild 
and  quite  unchanged  by  daily  association  vvith  man, 
as  pensioners  of  the  hotels. 

Our  party  was  carefully  selected,  a  bt  of  choice 
spirits,  and  yet  thi're  was  one  with  a  sad  and  un- 
pardonable weakness  —  he  always  snored  a  dread- 
ful snore  as  soon  as  he  fell  asleep.  That  is  why  he 
was  usually  pvt  in  a  tent  by  himself,  and  sent  to 
sleep  with  a  t>venty-ilve  foot  deadening  ^Ntce  be- 
tween him  and  us  of  gentler  sonmolence. 

He  had  been  bad  the  night  b^ore,  and  nor  hy 
request,  was  sleeping  fifty  feet  away.  But  wl  « 
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fifty  feet  of  midnight  silence  to  a  f  rty-inch  chest 
and  a  pair  of  tuneful  nostrils.  About  2  a.m.  I 
was  awakened  as  before,  but  worse  than  ever, 
by  the  most  terrific,  measured  snorts,  aiid  so  loud 
that  they  seemed  just  next  me.  Sitting  up,  I 
bawled  in  wrath,  "Oh,  Jack,  umt  up,  and  ■  t  some 
one  else  have  a  chance  to  sleep. " 

The  answer  was  a  louder  snort,  a  crashing  of 
brush  and  a  silence  that,  so  far  as  Iknow,  continued 
imtil  sunrise. 

Then  I  arose  and  learned  that  the  snorts  and  the 
racket  were  made,  not  by  my  friend,  but  by  a  huge 
Grizzly  that  had  come  prowling  about  the  camp, 
and  had  awakened  me  by  snorting  into  my  tent 

But  he  had  fled  in  fear  at  my  yell;  and  this  be- 
haviour exactly  shows  the  attitude  of  the  Grizzlies 
in  the  West  to-day.  They  are  afraid  of  man,  they 
fly  at  whiff  or  sound  of  him,  and  if  in  the  Yel- 
lowstone you  run  across  a  Grizdy  that  seems 
aggressive,  rest  assured  he  has  been  taught  such 
bad  manners  by  association  with  our  own  spedes 
around  the  hotels. 

THE  DIFFEXENT  KINDS  OF  BEARS 

Some  guides  of  unsound  information  will  tell 
the  traveller  that  there  are  half  a  dozen  different 
kinds  of  Bears  in  or  near  the  Yellowstone  Park  — 
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Blackbear,'  Little  Cinnamon,  Big  Cinnamon, 
Grizzlies,  Silver-tip,  and  Roach-backs.  This  is 
sure;  however,  there  are  but  two  spedes,  namcfy, 
the  Blackbear  and  the  Grizzly. 

The  Blackbear  is  known  by  its  short  front  claws, 
flat  profile  and  black  colour,  with  or  without  a  tan- 
coloured  muzzle.  Sometimes  in  a  family  of  Blade- 
bears  there  appears  a  red-headed  youngster,  just  as 
with  ourselves;  he  is  much  like  his  brethren  but 
"all  over  red  complected"  as  they  say  in  Canada. 
This  is  known  to  hunters  as  a  "Little  Cinnamon." 

The  Grizzly  is  known  by  its  great  size,  its  long 
fore  claws,  its  hollow  profile  and  its  silver-sprinkled 
coat.  Sometimes  a  Grizzly  has  an  excessive 
amount  of  sihrer;  this  makes  a  Sihrer-tip.  S<»me- 
timos  the  silver  is  nearly  absent,  in  which  case  the 
Bear  i?  called  a  "  Big  Cinnamon. "  Sometimes  the 
short  mane  over  his  himiped  shoulders  is  exag- 
gerated; this  makes  a  "Roadi-back."  Any  or  all 
of  these  are  to  be  looked  for  in  the  Park,  yet  remem- 
ber! they  form  only  two  species.  All  of  the  Black- 
bear group  are  good  climbers;  none  of  the  Grizzly 
group  climb  after  they  are  fully  grown. 

BEAR- TREES 

There  is  a  curious  habit  of  Bears  that  is  well 
known  without  being  well  understood;  it  is  onn- 
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non  to  all  these  mentioned.  In  travelling  along 
some  familiar  trail  they  will  stop  at  a  certain  tree, 
claw  it,  tear  it  with  their  teeth,  and  rub  their  back 
and  head  up  against  it  as  high  as  they  can  reach, 
even  with  the  tip  of  the  snout,  and  standing  on  tip- 
toes. There  can  be  no  doubt  that  a  Bear  coming 
to  a  tree  can  teU  by  scent  whether  another  Bear  has 
been  there  recently,  and  whether  that  Bear  is  a 
male  or  female,  a  friend,  a  foe  or  a  stranger.  Thus 
the  tree  serves  as  a  sort  of  news  depot  ;  and  there  is 
one  every  few  hundred  yards  in  country  with  a 
large  Bear  population. 

These  trees,  of  course,  abound  in  the  Park.  Any 
good  guide  will  point  out  some  examples.  In  the 
country  south  of  the  Lake,  I  found  them  so  com- 
mon that  it  seemed  as  if  the  Bears  had  made  many 
of  them  for  mere  ^rt. 

A  PEEP  INTO  BEAK  PAMILY  LUB 

When  we  went  to  the  Yellowstone  in  1897  ^ 

iid  the  season  studying  wild  animal  life,  we 
lived  in  a  small  shanty  that  stood  near  Yancey's, 
and  had  many  pleasant  meetings  with  Antelope, 
Beaver,  etc.,  but  were  disappointed  in  not  seeing 
any  Bears.  One  of  my  reasons  for  coming  was 
the  promise  of  "as  many  Bears  as  I  liked." 
But  some  tracks  on  the  trail  a  mile  away  were 
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the  only  proofs  that  I  found  of  Bears  being  in  the 
region. 

One  day  General  Young,  then  in  charge  of  tl. : 
Park,  came  to  see  how  we  were  getting  along.  And 
I  told  him  that  although  I  had  been  promised  as 
many  Bears  as  I  liked,  and  I  had  been  there  htvesti- 
gating  for  six  wedu  already,  I  hadn't  seen  any.  He 
replied,  "You  are  not  in  the  right  place.  Go  over 
to  the  Fountain  Hotel  and  there  you  will  see  as 
many  Bears  as  you  wish."  That  was  Impossible, 
for  tiiere  were  not  Bears  enough  in  the  West  to 
satisfy  me,  I  thought.  But  I  went  at  once  to  the 
Fountain  Hotel  and  without  loss  of  time  stepped 
out  the  back  door. 

I  had  not  gone  fifty  feet  before  I  walked  onto  a 
big  Blackbear  with  her  two  roly-poly  black  cubs. 
The  latter  were  having  a  boxing  match,  while  the 
mother  sat  by  to  see  fair  play.  As  soon  as  they  saw 
me  they  stopptd  their  boxing,  and  as  soon  as  I  saw 
them  I  stopped  walking  The  old  Bear  gave  a 
peculiar  '^Koffkoff"  I  supj  se  of  warning,  for  the 
young  ones  ran  to  a  tree,  and  up  that  they  shinned 
with  alacrity  that  amazed  me.  When  safely  aloft, 
they  sat  like  small  boys,  holding  on  witJi  their 
hands,  while  their  little  black  legs  dangled  in  the 
air,  and  waited  to  see  what  was  to  happen  down 
bdow. 
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The  mother  Bear,  still  on  her  hind  legs,  came 
slowly  toward  me,  and  I  began  to  feel  very  imcom- 
fortable  indeed,  for  she  stood  about  six  feet  high 
in  her  stocking  feet,  and  I  had  not  even  a  stick  to 
defend  myself  with.  I  began  backing  slowly  to- 
ward the  hotel,  and  by  way  of  my  best  defense,  I 
turned  on  her  all  the  power  of  my  magnetic  eye. 
We  have  all  of  usheardof  the  wonderful  power  of  the 
magnetic  human  eye.  Yes,  we  have,  but  appar- 
ently this  old  Bear  had  not,  for  she  came  on  just 
the  same.  She  gave  a  low  woof,  and  I  was  about 
to  abandon  all  attempts  at  dignity,  and  run  for  the 
hotel;  but  just  at  this  turning-point  the  old  Bear 
stopped,  and  gazed  at  me  calmly. 

Then  she  faced  about  and  waddled  over  to  the 
tree,  up  which  were  the  cubs.  Underneath  she 
stood,  looking  first  at  me,  then  at  her  family.  I 
realized  that  she  wasn't  going  to  bother  me,  in  fact 
she  never  seemed  very  serious  about  it,  so  I  plud:ed 
up  courage.  I  remembered  what  I  came  for  and 
got  down  my  camera.  But  when  I  glanced  at  the 
sky,  and  gauged  the  light  —  near  simdown  in  the 
woods  —  I  knew  the  camera  would  not  serve  me; 
so  I  got  out  my  sketch  book  instead,  and  made  the 
sketch  which  is  given  on  Plate  XXXVIII;  I  have 
not  changed  it  since. 

Meanwhile  the  old  Bear  had  been  sizing  me  up, 
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and  evidently  made  up  her  mind  that,  "although 
that  human  being  might  be  all  right,  she  would 
take  no  chances  for  her  little  ones." 

She  looked  up  to  her  two  hopefuls,  and  gave  a 
peculiar  whining  "Er-r-r  er-r,"  whereupon,  like 
obedient  children,  they  jimaped  as  at  the  word  of 
command.  There  was  nothing  about  them  heavy 
or  bear- like  as  commonly  imderstood;  lightly  they 
swung  from  bough  to  bough  till  they  dropped  to 
theground,and  all  went  off  together  into  the  woods. 

I  was  much  tickled  by  the  prompt  obedience  of 
these  little  Bears.  As  soon  as  their  mother  told 
them  to  do  something  they  did  it.  They  did  not 
even  offer  a  suggestion.  But  I  also  found  out  that 
there  was  a  good  reason  back  of  it,  for,  had  they  not 
done  as  she  had  told  them,  they  wovdd  have  got 
such  a  spanking  as  would  have  made  them  howl. 
Yes,  it  is  quite  the  usual  thing,  I  find,  for  an  old 
Blackbear  to  spank  her  little  ones  when  in  her 
opinion  they  need  it,  and  she  lays  it  on  well.  She 
has  a  good  strong  paw,  ur^d  does  not  stop  for  their 
squealing;  so  that  one  collection  lasts  a  long  time. 

Tliis  was  a  delightful  peep  into  Bear  home-life, 
and  would  have  been  well  worth  coming  for,  if  the 
insight  had  ended  there.  But  r^y  friends  in  the 
hotel  said  that  that  was  not  the  best  place  for 
Bears.  I  should  go  to  the  garbage-heq>,  a  quarter- 
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mfle  oflF  in  the  forest.  There,  they  said,  I  surely 
could  see  as  many  Bean  as  I  mOud,  wbich  was 
absurd  of  them. 

IBS  DAY  AT  THE  GASBAGS  FIU 
Early  next  morning  I  equipp  ed  myself  with  pen- 
cils, paper  and  a  camera,  and  set  out  for  the  gar- 
bage pile.  At  first  I  watched  from  the  bushes,  some 
seventy-five  yards  away,  but  later  I  made  a  hole 
in  the  odorous  pile  itself,  and  stayed  there  all  day 
long,  sketching  and  snapshotting  the  Bears  which 
came  and  went  in  greater  li  imbcrs  as  the  day  mui 
closing. 

A  sample  of  my  notes  made  on  the  spot  will 
illustrate  the  continuity  of  the  Bear  procession 

yet  I  am  told  that  there  are  far  more  of  these* 
animals  there  to-day  than  at  the  time  of  my 
visit. 

Those  readers  who  would  follow  my  adventures 
in  detail  will  find  them  fully  and  exactly  set  forth 
in  the  story  of  Johnny  Bear,  which  appears  m 
'lives  of  the  Hunted,"  so  I  shaU  not  further  en- 
large on  them  here,  except  to  relate  one  part  which 
was  omitted,  as  it  dealt  with  a  photograiiic  ex- 
perience. 

In  the  story  I  told  how,  backed  by  a  mounted 
cowboy,  I  sat  on  the  garbage  pile  while  the  great 
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Grizzly  that  had  worsted  Old  Gnanpy,  came  stri- 
ding nearer,  and  looming  larger. 

He  had  not  quite  forgotten  the  recmt  battle, 
his  whole  air  was  menacing,  and  I  had  all  the  appro- 
priate sensations  as  he  approached.  At  forty 
yards  I  snapped  him,  and  again  at  twenty.  Still 
he  was  coming,  but  at  fiftem  feet  he  stopped  and 
turned  his  head,  giving  me  the  side  view  I  wanted, 
and  I  snapped  the  camera  again.  The  effect  was 
startling.  That  insolent,  nagging  little  click 
brought  the  wrath  of  the  Gzisily  onto  myself. 
He  turned  on  me  with  a  savage  growl.  I  was  feel- 
ing just  as  I  should  be  feeling;  wondering,  indeed, 
if  my  last  moment  had  not  come,  but  I  foimd  guid- 
ance in  the  old  adage:  "when  you  don't  know  a 
thing  to  do,  don't  do  a  thing."  For  a  minute  or 
two  the  Grizzly  glared,  and  I  remained  still;  then 
cahnly  ignoring  me  he  set  about  his  feast. 

All  of  this  I  tell  in  detail  in  my  story.  But  there 
was  one  thing  I  did  not  dare  to  do  then;  was 
show  the  snaps  I  made. 

Surely  it  would  be  a  wonderful  evidence  of  my 
courage  and  coolness  if  I  could  show  a  photograph 
of  that  big  Grizzly  when  he  was  coming  on  — 
maybe  to  kill  me  —  I  did  not  know,  but  I  had  a 
dim  vision  of  my  sorrowing  relatives  developing  the 
plate  to  see  how  it  haf^ened,  for  I  preaied  the 
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button  at  the  right  time.  The  picture,  such  as  it  is, 
I  give  as  Plate  XL,  c.  I  was  so  calm  and  cool  and 
collected  that  I  quite  forgot  to  focus  the  camera. 

LONESOME  JOHNNY 

During  all  this  time  Johnny  had  been  bemoaning 
his  sad  lot,  at  the  top  of  the  tree;  there  I  left  him, 
still  lamenting.  That  was  the  last  I  ever  saw  of 
him.  In  my  story  of  Johnny  Bear,  I  relate  many 
other  adventures  that  were  ascribed  to  him,  but 
these  were  told  me  by  the  men  who  lived  in  the 
Park,  and  knew  the  lame  cub  much  better  than  Idid. 
My  own  acquaintance  with  him  was  all  within  the 
compass  of  the  one  day  I  spent  in  the  garbage-pile. 

It  is  worthy  of  note  that  although  Johnny  died 
that  autumn,  they  have  had  him  every  year  ever 
since;  and  some  years  they  have  had  two  for  the 
satisfaction  of  visitors  who  have  read  up  properly 
before  coming  to  the  Park.  Indeed,  when  I  went 
back  to  the  Fountain  Hotel  fifteen  years  after- 
ward, a  little  Bear  came  and  whined  under  my 
window  about  dawn,  and  the  hotel  folk  assured 
me  it  was  Little  Johnny  calling  on  his  creator. 

FURTHER  ANNALS  OF  THE  SANCTUARY 

All  of  this  was  fifteen  years  ago.  Since  then 
there  have  been  some  interesting  changes,  but  they 
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are  in  the  line  of  growth.  Thirteen  Bears  in  view 
at  one  time  was  my  highest  record,  and  that  after 
sundown;  but  I  am  told  that  as  many  as  twenty  or 
twenty-five  Bears  are  now  to  be  seen  there  at  once 
in  June  and  July,  when  the  wildwood  foods  are 
scarce.  Most  of  them  are  Blackbears,  but  there 
are  always  a  few  Grizzlies  about. 

In  view  of  their  reputation,  their  numbers  and 
the  gradual  removal  of  the  restraining  fear  of 
men,  one  wonders  whether  these  creatures  are  not 
a  serious  menace  to  the  human  dwellers  of  the 
Park.  The  fundamental  j)eacefulness  of  the  un- 
hungry  animal  world  is  wonderfully  brought  out 
by  the  groups  of  huge  shaggy  monsters  about  the 
hotels. 

At  one  time,  and  for  long  it  was  said,  and  truth- 
fully, that  the  Bears  in  the  Park  had  never  abused 
the  confidence  man  had  placed  in  them.  But  one 
or  two  encounters  have  taken  place  to  prove  the 
exception. 

An  enthusiastic  camera-hunter,  after  hearing 
of  my  experiences  at  the  garbage  pile,  went  there 
some  years  later,  duly  equipped  to  profit  by  the 
opportunity. 

A  large  she  Bear,  with  a  couple  of  cubs  appeared, 
but  they  hovered  at  a  distance  and  did  not  give 
the  artist  a  fair  chance.  He  waited  a  long  time, 
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then  seeing  that  they  would  not  come  to  him,  he 
decided  to  go  to  them.  Quitting  that  sheltering 
hole,  he  snedced  along;  crouching  low  and  holding 

the  camera  ready,  he  rapidly  approached  the 
family  group.  When  the  young  ones  saw  this 
strange  two-legged  beast  coming  threateningly 
near  them,  they  took  alann  and  ran  whining  to 
their  mother.  All  her  maternal  wrath  was  aroused 
to  see  this  smallish,  two-legged,  one-eyed  creature 
evidently  chasing  her  cubs  to  harm  tiiem.  A  less 
combination  than  that  would  have  made  her  take 
the  war-path,  and  now  she  charged.  She  struck 
him  but  once;  that  was  enough.  His  camera  was 
wrecked,  and  for  two  weeks  afterward  he  was  in 
the  hospital,  nursing  three  broken  ribs,  as  weU  as  a 
body  suffering  from  shock. 

There  was  another,  an  old  Grizzly  that  became 
a  nuisance  about  the  hotels,  as  he  did  not  hesitate 
to  walk  into  the  kitchens  and  help  himself  to  food. 
Around  the  tents  of  campers  he  became  a  terror, 
as  he  soon  realized  that  these  folk  carried  food, 
and  white  canvas  walls  rising  in  the  woods  were 
merely  invitations  to  a  dinner  ready  and  waiting. 
It  is  not  recorded  that  he  hurt  any  one  in  his  nu- 
merous raids  for  food.  But  he  stampeded  horses 
and  broke  the  camp  equipments,  af  'veil  as  pillaged 
many  larders. 
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One  of  my  guides  described  a  lively  scene  in 
which  the  Bear,  in  spite  of  blazing  brands,  ran  into 
the  cook's  quarters  and  secured  a  ham.  The  cook 
pursued  wiUi  a  stick  of  firewood.  At  each  whack 
the  Bear  let  of!  a  "whoof"  but  he  did  not  drop  the 
ham,  and  the  party  had  to  return  to  Fort  Ydlow- 
stone  for  supplies. 

Incidents  of  this  kind  multiplied,  and  finally 
Buffalo  Jones,  who  was  then  the  Chief  Scout  of  the 
Park,  was  permitted  to  punish  the  old  sinner. 
Mounted  on  his  trained  saddle-horse,  swinging  the 
lasso  that  has  caught  so  many  differoit  kinds  (d 
beasts  in  so  many  different  lands,  the  Colonel  gave 
chase.  Old  Grizzly  dodged  among  the  pines  for  a 
while,  but  the  pony  was  good  to  follow;  and  when 
the  culprit  took  to  open  groimd,  the  unerring  lasso 
whistled  in  the  air  and  seized  him  by  the  hind  paw. 
It  takes  a  good  rope  to  stand  the  jerk  of  half  a  ton 
of  savage  muscle,  but  the  rope  was  strong;  it 
stood,  and  th«re  was  some  pretty  manoeuvrbg, 
after  which '  xe  lasso  was  found  over  a  hi|^  branch, 
with  a  couple  of  horses  on  the  "Jones  end"  and 
they  hauled  the  Bear  aloft  where,  through  the 
medium  of  a  stout  dub,  he  received  a  drubUng 
that  has  become  famous  in  the  moving-j^cture 
world. 

Another  of  these  big,  spoiled  babies  was  sent  to 
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Washington  Zoo,  where  he  is  now  doing  duty  as  an 
exhibition  Grizzly. 

The  comedy  element  is  far  from  lacking  in  this 
life;  in  fact,  it  is  probably  the  dominant  one.  But 
the  most  grotesque  story  of  all  was  told  me  by 
a  friend  who  chummed  with  the  Bears  about  ten 
years  ago. 

One  day,  it  seems,  a  Blackbear  more  tame  than 
usual  went  right  into  the  bar-room  of  one  of  the 
hotels.  The  timid  floating  population  moved  out; 
the  bar-keep  was  cornered,  but  somewhat  pro- 
tected by  his  bar;  and  when  the  Bear  reared  up 
with  both  paws  on  the  mahogany,  the  wily 
"dispenser"  pushed  a  glass  of  beer  across,  saying 
nervously,  "  Is  that  what  you  are  after?  " 

The  Bear  liked  the  smell  of  the  offering,  and, 
stooping  down,  lapped  up  the  whole  glassful,  and 
what  was  spilt  he  carefully  licked  up  afterward,  to 
the  unmeasured  joy  of  the  loafers  who  peeped  in 
at  doors  and  windows,  and  jeered  at  tbo  bar-keep 
and  his  new  customer. 

"Say,  bar-keep,  who's  to  pay?"  "Don't  you 
draw  any  color  line?  "  "  If  I  come  in  a  fur  coat,  will 
you  treat  me?"  "Nol  you  got  to  scare  him  to 
drink  free,"  etc.,  etc.,  were  examples  of  thdr 
remarks. 

Whatever  that  Bear  came  for,  she  seemed  satis- 
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fied  with  what  she  got,  for  she  went  off  peaceably 
to  the  woods,  and  was  seen  later  lying  asleep  under 
a  tree.  Next  day,  however,  she  was  back  again. 
The  scene  in  the  bar-room  was  rq)eated  with  less 

intensity. 

On  the  third  and  fuurth  days  she  came  as  before, 
but  on  the  fifth  day  she  seemed  to  want  something 
else.  Prompted  by  a  kindred  feeling,  one  of  the 
loafers  suggested  that  "She  wants  another 
round."  His  guess  was  right,  and  having  got  it, 
that  abandoned  old  Bear  began  to  reel,  but  she 
was  quite  good-natured  about  it,  and  at  length  lay 
down  under  a  table,  where  her  loud  snores  pro- 
claimed to  all  that  she  was  asleep  —  beastly  drunk, 
and  asleep  —  just  like  one  of  the  lords  of  creation. 

From  fh&t  time  on  she  became  a  habitual  fre- 
quenter of  the  bar-room.  Her  potations  were 
increased  each  month.  There  was  a  time  when 
one  glass  of  beer  made  her  happy,  but  now  it  takes 
three  or  four,  and  sometimes  even  a  little  drop  of 
something  stronger.  But  whatever  it  is,  it  has 
the  desired  effect,  and  "Swiazling  Jinnie"  lurches 
over  to  the  table,  imder  whidi  she  sprawls  at 
Imgth,  and  tuning  up  her  nasophone  she  sleeps 
aloud,  and  unpeacefully,  demonstrating  to  all 
the  world  that  after  all  a  "Bear  is  jest  a  kind 
o'  a  man  in  a  fur  coat."  Who  can  doubt  it 
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that  reads  this  tale,  for  it  is  true;  at  least 
it  was  told  me  for  the  truth,  by  no  less  an 
authority  than  one  of  Jennie's  intimate  associates 
at  the  bar-room. 

THE  GRIZZLY  AND  THE  CAN 

When  one  remembers  the  Grizzly  Bear  as  the 
monarch  of  the  mountains,  the  king  of  the  plains, 
and  the  one  of  matchless  might  and  unquestioned 
sway  among  the  wild  things  of  the  West,  it  gives 
one  a  shock  to  think  of  him  being  conquered  and 
cowed  by  .a  little  tin  can.  Yet  he  was,  and  this 
is  how  it  came  about. 

A  grand  old  Grizzly,  that  was  among  the  summer 
retinue  of  a  Park  hotel,  was  working  with  two  claws 
to  get  out  the  very  last  morsel  of  some  exceptionally 
delicious  canned  stuff.  The  can  was  extra  strong, 
its  ragged  edges  were  turned  in,  and  presently  both 
toes  of  tlie  Bear  were  wedged  firmly  in  the  clutch 
of  that  impossible,  horrid  little  tin  trap.  The 
monster  shook  his  paw,  and  battered  the  enemy, 
but  it  was  as  sharp  within  as  it  was  smooth  with- 
out, and  it  gripped  his  paw  with  the  fell  clutch  of  a 
disease.  Eis  toes  began  to  swell  with  all  this 
effort  and  violence,  till  they  filled  the  inner  space 
completely.  The  trouble  was  made  worse  and  the 
paw  became  painfully  inflamed. 
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All  day  long  that  old  Grizzly  was  heard  dumping 
around  with  that  dreadful  little  tin  pot  wedged 
on  his  foot.  Sometimes  there  was  a  loud  suc- 
cession of  damp,  clamp,  damp's  which  told  that 
the  enraged  monarch  with  canned  toes  was  venting 
his  rage  on  some  of  the  neighbouring  Blackbears. 

The  next  day  and  the  next  that  shiny  tin  main- 
tained its  frightful  grip  on  the  Grizzly,  who,  limp- 
ing noisily  around,  was  known  and  recognized  as 
"  Can-foot."  His  comings  and  goings  to  and  from 
the  garbage  heap,  by  day  and  by  night,  were  plainly 
announced  to  all  by  the  clamp,  clamp,  clamp  of 
that  maddening,  galling  tin.  Some  weeks  went 
and  still  the  implacable  meat  box  held  on. 

The  ofl&cer  in  charge  of  the  Park  came  riding 
by  one  day;  he  heard  the  strange  tale  of  trouble, 
and  saw  with  his  own  eyes  the  limping  Grizzly, 
with  his  muzzled  foot.  At  a  wave  of  his  hand  two 
of  the  trusty  scouts  of  the  Park  patrol  set  out  with 
their  ponies  and  whistling  lassoes  on  the  strangest 
errand  that  they,  or  any  of  their  kind,  had  ever 
known.  In  a  few  minutes  those  wonderful  raw-hide 
ropes  had  seized  him  and  the  monarch  of  the 
mountains  was  a  prisoner  boimd.  Strong  shears 
were  at  hand.  That  vicious  little  can  was  ripped 
open.  It  was  completely  filled  now  with  the 
swollen  toes.  The  surgeon  dressed  the  wounds, 
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and  the  Grizzly  was  set  free.  His  first  blind 
animal  impulse  was  to  attack  his  seeming  tor- 
menters,  but  they  were  wise  and  the  ponies  were 
bear-broken;  they  easily  avoided  the  charge,  and 
he  hastened  to  the  woods  to  recover,  finally,  both 
his  health  and  his  good  temper,  and  continue  about 
the  Park,  the  only  full-grown  Grizzly  Bear,  prob- 
ably, that  man  ever  captured  to  help  in  time  of 
trouble,  and  then  set  loose  again  to  live  his  life  in 
peace. 
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Mammals  of  the  Yellowstone  Patk 

A  LIST  or  THji  Species  Found  in  the  Park  in  191  a 
By  EsMEST  THOMnoN  Seton 

With  assiitance  Jrom  the  U.  S.  Biological  Survey, 
and  CtlMd  L.  U.  BriU,  in  chwg*  0J  UttFork, 

Elk  or  Wapiti  {Cet  :adensis) 
Abundant.  By  actu<u  official  count,  and  estimate 
of  stray  bands,  they  number  at  least  35,000,  of 

which  about  5,000  winter  in  the  Park. 
Mule  Deer  or  Rocky  Mt.  Blacktall  {odocoUeus  hmi- 
nus) 

Common.  The  official  census  gives  their  number  at 
400,  of  which  at  least  100  winter  about  Fort  Yellow- 
stone. 

Whitetail  Deer  (Qdocoileus  virgimamts  macrounu) 
A  few  found  about  Gardiner,  on  mUcm  Creek, 
on  Indian  Creek,  at  Crevasse  Mt.  and  in  Cotton- 
wood Basin.  The  official  census  gives  their  nund)er 
at  100. 

Moose  (Alces  americanus) 
Formerly  rare,  now  abundant  in  all  the  southerly 
tkiid  ol  the  In  1897  they  ireie  esdmted 
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at  50.  The  official  census  gives  their  number  at  550 
in  1913. 

Antelope  or  Pronghom  {AntUocapra  americana) 
Formerly  abundant,  now  rare;  found  only  in  broad 
optn  places  such  as  Lamar  Valley,  etc.  'Iheix 
numbers  have  shrunk  from  many  thousands  in 
the  '70's  to  about  1,500  in  1897,  and  500  in  .1912. 

Mountain  Sheep  or  Bighorn  {Ovis  canadensis) 
Formerly  rare,  now  common  about  Mt  Evarts,  ML 
Washburn  and  the  western  boundary.    In  1897 
therejwere  about  100,  perhaps  only  75;  in  191a  they 
are  reported  numbering  210  by  actual  count. 

American  Buffalo  or  Bison  {Bison  bison) 
Steadily  increasing.   In  1897  there  were  about 
30;  they  now  number  199  by  actual  count.  These 
are  in  two  herds,  of  49  wild,  and  150  in  the  fenced 
corrals. 

lUchardson  Red-squirrel  (Sciurus  kudsotticus  richard' 

soni) 

Abundant  in  all  pine  woods. 
Northern  Chipmunk  (Eutamias  qiiadrivittafyts  luiH- 

ventris) 

Extremely  abundant  everywhere. 
Least  Chipmimk  {Eutamias  ininimus  pictus) 

Common  about  Mammoth  Hot  Springs. 
Golden  Ground-squirrel  {Citellus  lateralis  cinerascens) 

Common. 

Picket-pin  Ground-squirrel  {Citellus  amaktt) 
Abundant  on  all  level  prairies. 

Prairie-dog  {Cynomys  ludovicianus) 
Gen.  Geo.  S.  Anderson  told  me  long  ago  that  the 
Praiiie-dogi,  so  abundant  on  the  Lower  YellowBtone, 


Pl»i»hlH*tL.artttm 

XLvm.   Johnnie  happy  at  last 


Appendix 

were  sometimes  seer  as  far  up  as  the  Park  at  Gar- 
diner. 

Yellow  Woodchuck,  Rock  Chuck  or  Ifannot  (Jl«iw 

mota  flamventer) 

Abundant  on  all  mountains. 
R«iy  Mt.  Flying  Squirrel  {Sciuropterus  alpimtt) 

Said  to  be  found.   I  did  not  see  one. 
Beaver  (Castor  canadensis) 

Abundant  and  increasing. 
Grasshc^per  Mouse  (Onychomys  leucogaskr) 

I  found  a  typical  colony  of  this  species  on  the^ 

Yellowstone  near  Yancey's  but  did  not  secure  any. 
Mountain  Deermouse  (Peromyscus  ««««ffffrfflftiy  orlHW- 

isiae)  * 

Abundant  everywhere. 
Mountain  Rat,  Pack-rat  or  Wood-rat  (Neoloma  ekima) 

Said  to  be  found,  but  I  saw  none. 
Redbacked  Vole  or  Field-mouse  (Evotomys  gaPPeri 

gdet) 

Not  taken  yet  m  the  Park  but  found  in  all  the 
surroundmg  country,  therefore,  probable. 
Common  Field-iiiouse  {MienlHS  /irwnnfaTiwrfnij  m»' 

destus) 

Recorded  by  Vernon  Bailey  from  Lower  Geyser 

Basm  m  the  Park. 

Long-tailed  Vole  (Microtus  mordax) 
Vernon  BaUey  records  this  from  various  surround> 
ing  localities,  also  from  Tower  Falls.  Doubtless  it 
fa  generally  distributed.  This  is  the  bobtaUed,  short- 
eared,  dark  gray  mouse  that  is  found  making  runs 
in  the  thick  grass,  especially  in  low  plans. 

Big-Footed  Vde  {Mkretiu  Hckardsoiri  macropus) 
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Not  yet  taken  in  the  Park,  but  found  in  suixounding 

mountains,  therefore  probable. 
Muskrat  {Fiber  zibethicus  osoyoosensis) 

Common  and  of  general  d^tribution. 
Mde-gopher  or  Gray  Gophu  (Thomomys  talpoides) 

A  Gopher  of  some  kind  abounds  in  the  Park.  I 

assume  it  to  be  this. 
Rocky  Mt.  Jumping  Mouse  (Zapus  princeps) 

Found  in  all  the  surrounding  country,  and  recorded 

by  E.  A.  Preble  from  near  Yellowstone  Lake. 
Yellow-haired  Porcupine  {Erethizon  epixanthus) 

Somewhat  common  in  the  pine  woods  on  the  Con- 
tinental Divide. 
Coney,  Rock  Rabbit,  Fika,  as  Calling  Hare  {Odutaita 

princeps) 

Abundant  in  all  slide  rock. 
Rocky  Mt.  Cottontail  {SylvUagus  nuUaUi  grangeri) 

Plentiful  about  Gardiner  and  in  some  of  the  lower 

regions  of  the  Park,  but  not  general. 
Snowshoe  Rabbit  (Lepus  bairdt) 

Common  and  generally  distributed. 
White-tailed  Jack  Rabbit  {Lepus  campestris) 

Common  and  generally  distributed. 
Mountain  lion,  Cougar  or  Puma  (Fdis  kippdestes) 

In  1897  it  was  considered  extremely  rare;  probably 

not  more  than  a  dozen  were  then  living  in  the  Park; 

moot  then  it  seems  to  have  increased  greti  iy  and  is 

now  somewhat  common  in  the  mountainous  parts. 

Their  numbers  are  given  officially  at  100  in  191 2. 
CUada  Lynx  {Lynx  canademis) 

Conmum. 
Bobcat  or  Motmtain-cat  (Lytu  vinta) 
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Somewhat  common. 

Timber  Wolf  (Canis  occidtnlaH,) 
aSShoid?^™!''  «        Raring  C«ek  „d 

Coyote  {Cants  latrans) 

Abundant  everywhere,  although  officiaUv  recknn-^ 
they  numbered  only  400  in  ^ 
Otter  (iMira  canadensis) 
C^mon.  partiodariy  amund  the  Uke  and  the 

''c"oV;Sr"^'^— ^«-^) 

Long-taUed  ^yeaael  (Putorms  longkauda) 
Said  to  be  found.   I  did  not  sS  anv 

Rare.   Gen.  G.  S.  Anderson  teUs  me  that  in  th. 

early  '90's  he  took  the  $kin  of  me  ^mTr^J^ 
Wolverine  {Gulo  luscus)  Powher. 

Of  general  distribution,  but  not  oomimm 
Northern  Skunk  {MepkUis  MsZ^^' 

Rare,  ^ut  fo«id  at  Mammoth  Hot  Springs  ^ 
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Badger  {Taxidea  taxus) 

Common. 
Raccoon  or  Coon  {Procyon  lotor) 

Said  to  occur.   Fifteen  years  ago  at  Gardiner  I 

was  shown  one  that  was  said  to  have  been  taken 

in  the  Park,  but  it  was  not  certain. 
Grizzly  Bear  {Ursus  horribUis) 

Common.  The  official  count  gives  50  in  xgia. 
Blackbear  {Ursus  americamts) 

Abundant  and  incteaaing.   The  official  count  gives 

100  in  1912. 
Commcm  or  Masked  Shrew  {Sorex  personatus) 

Never  taken,  but  included  because  its  known  range 

surrounds  the  Park. 
Marsh  Shrew  or  Water  Shrew  {Neosorex  palMstris) 

Probably  occurs  there,  since  its  known  range  sur- 

rounds  flhe  Park. 
Long-eared  Bat  (Corynorhinus  tnacrotis  pattescens) 

A  few  were  seen  in  the  Devil's  Kitchen,  Mammoth 

Hot  Springs,  and  one  sent  to  the  Biological  Siffvey 

for  identification.   This  is  the  only  Bat  taken,  but 

the  following  are  likely  to  be '  found,  as  their 

known  range  surrounds  the  Park: 
Little  Brown  Bat  {Myotis  lucifugus) 
Silver-haired  Bat  {Lasionycteris  noctivagans) 
Big  Brown  Bat  {Epkucus  fuscus) 
Great  Hoary  Bat  (Nyckris  cincreus) 
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